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NINETEEN HUNDRED AND TWENTY-THREE 


FOREWORD 

A FOREWORD for a columnist is like a curtain opener 
for the Spring time. Stray Scraps needs no introduc¬ 
tion; Stray Scraps is an institution; Stray Scraps is a bit 
of gossamer woven into a mantle of smiles and heart- 
throbs that covers the seeming ugliness and hardness of 
our work-a-day lives. Stray Scraps is a potent force, a 
heady-wine that, taken at the eve-tide, dulls the pains suf¬ 
fered in the mart. Stray Scraps is a medium of sunshine, 
a silver screen, depicting the grotesqueries, frailties and 
idiosyncrasies of a foible loving people, with the master 
touch of human sympathy and understanding; Stray Scraps 
deals in the beauties of the unreal, which are the only real 
things that one may find—in life's journey. Stray Scraps 
peddles thoughts, invisible things, intangible things that 
have the only enduring reality. Stray Scraps is essentially 
human; essentially small town, and therefore philosophi¬ 
cally, a creature of space, a world citizen, a cosmopolite. 
Stray Scraps tells in homely terms little stories of a little 
world and those stories are the real stories of an eternal 
universe, and in commending this small volume to a 
friendly public, I can only say: 

A smile en the face of a maiden, 

A tear in the eye of a man; 

A heart with love heavy laden, 

A laugh whenever one can. 

Mixed in a bowl with a mixer 
That's been mixed in the fire of War, 

Then set in God's Sun by the Fixer, 

And Philosophy? There you are! 

—JOHN F. MCGINNIS, JR. 



















WHEN THE DEAD IS QUICK AND THE QUICK 
IS DEAD 

If you love your child, and you lose your child, to the call 
of the Master Mind, 

Your heart is torn with its anguish wild,, and the eyes with 
the tears go blind; 

For it means farewell, he it short or long, to a part of 
your flesh and blood, 

And life for a time, has ceased its song, when misery's at 
its flood. 

You do not understand, will not understand, why the child 
of your heart was called, 

While loveless others cumber the land, sinful, jaded and 
galled. 

You are bitter at times, and rebellion, too, arises to rail 
at Fate 

While all of the time if we only knew. Death is a glad 
estate 

If you have no faith, and you have no hope, this much 
you’ll at least, admit: 

Life is a briar patch, hill and slope, with pitfalls and 
snares in it. 

And this being true, your lov’d one’s through, can suffer 
no pain nor woe; 

And this of itself should bring to you, less scald in the 
tears that flow. 


If you have faith, then hope you must, and Hope has a 
voice that sings 

Out of the heart its pained distrust and the knells de¬ 
spondency rings. ^ ^ . , 

And Faith shows a resting place, wondrous fair, where 
Love and Contentment reign, 

With your own flesh and blood just resting there until you 

can meet again. , , 

If you love your child, and the child is reared to woman s 

or man’s estate, , ^ 

And its life with sin and disgrace is smeared and the 
knowledge comes, soon, or late. 
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THE FIRST PRAYER AND THE LAST 

Life’s Day for me is almost done, 

Night shadows grow with setting sun; 
Westward the hours, their courses keep. 

And soon, **I’ll lay me down to sleep.” 

When “Taps” are sounded, this my pray’r. 

That I may find the west sky fair: 

“Now I lay me down to sleep, 

I pray to God my soul to keep; 

If I die before I wake, 

I pray to God my soul to take.” 

This is the prayer at Mother’s knee. 

In early life, she taught to me. 

And I know that, throughout the years. 

It helped much to quiet fears. 

“THE night has come, but never fear, 

For God is always somewhere near.” 

These were her words, fine^soothing, yet, 

As she bade children not to fret. 

“The night is come; now go to sleep 
And ask that God your soul may keep; 

The night will quickly pass away 
And bring you to a sunny day. 

If you die before you wake, 

I’m sure that God your soul will take.” 

“Only a Child’s Prayer?’’ Sure, and yet, 

“Only a Child,” Is God’s best bet; 

HE must think this, else why said HE, 

“LET LITTLE CHILDREN COME TO ME?” 

And all through life, this child’s prayer brought 
To me much comfort that I sought; 

And caused unrest to pass away. 

And let a sweet content to stay; 

When sleep has come, and sun has set 
I pray that faith may be mine yet. 

And that I’ll wake to sunny day 
Where all our mothers are at play. 

And when they lay me down to sleep, 

Just pray that God my soul may keep; 

’Twill not be Death; I know I’ll wake. 

Trusting that God my soul will take. 
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GEORGE HARVEY'S LEGS 

I sing of news that I call large, 

'Twas cabled here from London town, 

And tells of legs of men named George— 
King George is one and—now don't frown— 
George Harvey of the U. S. A. 

Is picked as one with legs so thin 
That fears are felt they'll fade away 
Before he can get home again. 

Ain't Nature grand, to work like that. 

And fit two leading lights with legs 
Beside which skeletons are fat 
And which in Alton are called pegs? 
They've beefy legs in London town— 

From ankle to the hip they're large. 

But skinny legs win the renown— 

The legs of two men known as George, 

Our George and theirs; I'll bet you’re glad 
To get important news like that. 

That w.e are not at all in bad; 

On skinny legs we can stand pat, 

“Our Country 'Tis of Thee’’ we sing. 

We’re hanging laurels on your pegs; 

We’re winning prizes from a king— 

All prizes, just for skinny legs. 


HE IS NO BLOOMING GERANIUM 

A temperance lecturer displayed to his audience two 
geraniums. The first had been watered in the usual way. 
The other had been dosed with alcohol, and its foliage 
was shriveled and sparse, its stem twisted and its vitality 
decayed. 

“Now, ladies and gentlemen,’’ cried the lecturer, “what 
can you say to a demonstration like that?" 

“It’s all right, and if I were a geranium,” said a shabby 
man at the back of the hall, “I’d stick to water; but, you 
see, I’m not a geranium.” 
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THE BATS OF THE PIASA 

One of the finest opportunities in the United States to 
niake money is being neglected by the monied men of the 
Mississippi Valley, perhaps because it has not been ex¬ 
ploited sufficiently. It is a more certain proposition than oil 
or gold-mine stock, and is something like as' certain as 
Henry Ford’s income, or the Standard Oil Companies 
revenues, and it requires but little money to swing the 
proposition. 

A company is being organized to put this opportunity to 
work and the stockholders, if they go through with it, are 
just as certain to accumulate oodles of money, as is the 
fact that limburger cheese is odoriferous. The company 
will be known as “The Skeeter Skooting Bat Company, In¬ 
corporated,” and its principal place of business will be in 
Alton, Illinois, to start with. Branches will be established 
in other parts of the country later, and every branch will 
prove a mint as far as turning out money for the owners 
is concerned. 

Here is the dope: All malarial countries are afflicted 
with mosquitoes; mosquitoes are carriers of malaria, and 
when a mosquito bites a human, or horse, or cow, or any 
other animal, it lets loose a lot of the makings of malaria 
in the system of the victim. Malaria causes sickness and 
often death. Anyway, it is an unpleasant companion; it is 
different to the old-fashioned shakes or ague and furnishes 
no amusement to the victim as the shakes will. It either 
freezes one to death or burns him up, and anything that 
will do away with the disease should be and would be 
given the distinguished service cross and be acclaimed a 
hero. 

Bats will do just that and there is a sewer in Alton 
called the Piasa, where bats live by the hundreds, and 
breed by double that. This company intends increasing the 
bat population in that sewer and selling the annual output 
to people living in malaria-cursed countries, all such 
countries being also cursed with mosquitoes. Bats have a 
particular fondness for mosquitoes, and bats and mos¬ 
quitoes are all night riders. When they meet, the end of 
the mosquitoes is right then—the latter end, and every 
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bat is equipped with triplicate stomachs and a self-cocking 
digestive apparatus which fact guarantees that the bat 
will stay on the job all night, every night. A scientist 
has announced that each bat in a mosquito country devours 
nine thousand, four hundred and ninety-eight mosquitoes 
every night, and, if there are bats enough, it will be readily 
conceded that the mosquito population, no matter how 
large at the start, wull soon become as invisible as the 
soldiers’ bonus in Washington. 

It is estimated that the Piasa Sewer battery will turn 
out 4,500 bats a year, with a little encouragement; that 
will make 2,000 pairs of bats to sell. They will be sold to 
residents of the American Bottoms, Missouri Point, Ar¬ 
kansas, Mississippi, Louisiana and other southern swamp 
states; two pairs of bats to a resident of each community, 
one male and three females. Then let nature take its 
course and there will speedily be bats enough in that 
vicinity to go over the top and wipe out the mosquitoes 
completely; at the same time malaria will be wiped out or 
reduced to a minimum. Bats are not race suiciders or 
advocates of birth control; they believe in “gittin plenty 
while they’re gittin,” and they live their belief. An advo¬ 
cate of birth control among bats is speedily killed by the 
other bats, and a bat coroner and bat jury return a verdict 
of suicide. And it is practically suicide, for a ‘‘new woman” 
among bats ought to know better. 

These quartets of bats will be sold for $50 each and will 
be cheap at that price; there will be 1,000 quartets to sell 
annually, leaving five hundred bats at home preparing the 
next year’s crop. In addition to the bats themselves, the 
company will have, annually, 3,000 tons of guano to sell— 
this being a bat by-product which is eagerly sought as 
fertilizer and which now is a total loss, as it is fiushed out 
into the river, and fertilizes the bottom of the Mississippi 
River. That is why the bottom of the river is so rich. 
Farmers and gardeners will buy this fertilizer and will pay 
$65 a ton for it. A ton of guano will cause crops to grow 
in a rock quarry even; it is the goat gland of dead or im¬ 
poverished lands, and puts pep and ginger into any soil. A 
little of it placed on a bald head nightly for a week has 
been known to cause a bolshevik-like head of hair to grow, 
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and it is possible that barbers, beauty shop proprietors and 
others who jolly bald-headed people along, will see the 
value of the guano, and buy it by the barrel. Then the 
company can raise the price. By making a couple of 
thousand hairs grow where no hair grew before, the bar¬ 
bers will be preparing the way for increasing their in¬ 
comes, because this guano-grown hair grows rapidly, and a 
head pulmotoring it will have to be treated to a hair-cut, 
about as often as average man now has to have his beard 
shaved. 

There will be no high feed bills to pay, as the bats feed 
themselves on mosquitoes and after the mosquito supply 
becomes exhausted, the bats will fill up on other insect 
pests. The income from this one battery has been figured 
out as follows: 

1,000 quartets, at $50 each, $50,000. 

3,000 tons of guano, at $65 per ton, $195,000. 

Making an annual income of $295,000 from this one plant. 
The expense would be less than $5,000 annually per plant. 
Figure it out, and you will realize how the company will 
soon have to employ a young army of accountants just to 
receive and count the monies coming in all the time, if, 
and when the company establishes the four or five hundred 
other plants, throughout the country, as planned. There is 
no limit to the market, for the world is filled with swamp- 
cursed countries, or sections, and all of these will be¬ 
come pleased customers. 

The United States is a country of possibilities and op¬ 
portunity and the above is one 100 per cent opportunity 
which has been allowed to loaf on the job too long. 


THAT EMBARRASSING MOMENT 

When you have forgotten whether the new baby is a 
boy or girl: 

‘‘Well, well, but he is a fine chap, isn’t she? Do her 
teeth bother him much? I hope he gets through the winter 
without getting sick. She looks like you, doesn’t he? 
Everybody says it does.” 
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AN ADVENTURE IN OIL 

He was of good appearance, and was a millionaire as far 
as nerve, gall and gab were concerned and he had oil stock 
to sell. He could out-talk the first Talker from Talkerville, 
and Gab and Gall are the only things needed at times to 
land good positions, or hypnotize suckers. Several chaps 
fell under the spell of his hypnotism and bought. They 
have the shares of stock yet, if the mice and roaches have 
not destroyed them, and the fella with the Gall and the 
Gab has the coins. Another member of the same Tribe of 
Gabbers with Nerve attached, induced twelve or fifteen to 
buy lots in a “country underlaid with oil and natural gas.“ 
We were to buy the lots and the company owning the land 
was to perforate the earth in that tract with oil-seeking 
holes, and all lot owners would share in the output— 
after a fashion. Of course the man owning the land 
upon which the big gusher was located would get more 
than anyone else, but all would be sure to get enough 
oil to make the World Click for them in a money way. 
Some wells were sunk as per agreement, one of them 
being on a tract bought by me, but no oil was ever found 
in any of the wells and all of the natural gas was on 
top of the ground and spouted out of the mouths of men of 
the lots. “Even if you never find oil or something valuable 
by drilling,” we were told, “you will always have the lots,” 
and I guess that is right. No one else would be silly enough 
to have them. But I have a slate quarry and a lot of slate 
as well as the lots. That hole the promoters sunk on my 
tract, encountered very little if anything else than slate all 
the way down the pike. The first thousand feet brought 
up lots of slate of the normal slate color, but after the 
second thousand feet level was reached, the slate took on 
different colors, just as if Mother Earth had been treating 
the slate deposits after the fashion other mothers treat 
Easter eggs, or the parents of Joseph treated his coat in 
the matter of colorings. I have black, blue, brindle, yellow 
and regular slate colored slate at my place in Oklahoma, 
and if there were any demand for slate, I would right now 
be compelled to pay something like $9,876.67 income tax. 
If there is anything else in that part of the world but red 
sand and slate I have not heard about it, excepting, of 
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course, chiggers, sand-fiies, fleas( and it is a plumb original 
way of spelling He(n)ryetta, and that should have given us 
all the information about the country we would need, in the 
first place. People who spell Henrietta, Henryetta must 
do it with some other purpose than to escape being called 
plagiarists—that is stealing their spelling from Webster or 
anybody else. It is a pliimb original way of spelling Hen¬ 
rietta; no doubt about that, and I think at times they were 
kidding us all the time by spelling it Henryetta, for it is a 
«ure thing that Henry “et” a lot of our cash in the transac¬ 
tion. I am fed up on oil stock, and oil lands, but I have 
a regular “Gusher” of a Slate Quarry, and all I need now 
in order to acquire riches is somebody to buy the slate. 


HERE'S WHAT MADE SOLOMON DO IT 

A ouija board message from the other siae. 
The sender being Bathsheba, mother of 
King Solomon, carries the information 
That Sol never would have done as he 
Did in a matrimonial way if the 
Girls of that period had not dressed 
In a manner so immodest and so 
Expressive of their physical charms 
That even the wisest man in the world 
Was powerless to resist. His power of 
Resistance was wonderful, when one 
Remembers that it failed to work One 
Thousand Times. Bathsheba says the girls 
Of today are imitating in some degree 
The practices of the girls that vamped 
Solomon, in the manner of attire at least. 
But did not explain where or how 
She knows so much about the girls 
Of TODAY. 


DIAGNOSING THE CASE 

“What's the matter with the world?” asked the minister. 
“Unrest, arrest and just rest,” replied the manufacturer. 
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WHERE JAZZ DON’T JAR 

In this age of jazz, kangaroo-steps, and ukelele parox¬ 
ysms, the wiggle, the waggle and other dances bordering 
on the indecent, it is right to tell the world that in the 
Illinois River regions, in Calhoun, Jersey and Pike Coun¬ 
ties, the people still have pleasure galore in old-time, decent 
dances, tuned to music made by old-time fiddlers, who 
would not know an “ear note” of music if they met it in 
the road. There are many boat-house residents, clam 
diggers, fishermen, trappers, etc., living along the river 
banks, and there are scores of camps on shore, of wood 
choppers and tie makers. “Back woodsy,” these people 
are called by the jazz-jumpers, and perhaps they are, but 
they are fine just the same, and their amusements are 
innocent of wrong suggestion, or as creators of lewd emo¬ 
tions, and on Saturday nights, and occasionally on other 
nights, the air all along the river is filled with melody 
and song, for the old fiddlers sing the words of the tunes 
they play, their voices and the voices of the fiddles 
mingling, and making such music as makes the feet of 
the hearers, agitate themselves like a victim of Illinois 
River shakes whether they want to dance or not. Among 
the tunes played and songs sung at these dances are the 
following: “Cotton-eyed Joe,” is a favorite, and the fiddler 
sings out to a lively tune: 

“I’d been married forty years ago. 

Had it not been for Cotton-eyed Joe; 

Jes hold my fiddle and hold my bow, 

’Till I knock the dickens out Cotton-eyed Joe.” 

Then music and words are changed to: 

“Buffalo gals, won't you come out tonight. 

Come out tonight, come out tonight, 

Buffalo gals, won't you come out tonight 
And dance by the light of the moon? 

I’ll dance with that gal 
With the hole in her stocking. 

And her heels keep a-rocking. 

And her soles keep a-knocking. 

When we dance by the light of the moon.” 
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Or this: 

“They raise big 'taters on sandy land. 

Pretty girls grow on sandy land; 

Sift the meal and save the bran 

And shake that wooden leg, Julia Ann.” 

Then there is: 

“Patrol, patrol, don't catch me. 

Catch that nigger behind that tree; 

Run nigger, run, the patrol will catch you; 

Run nigger, run, you had better get away.” 

A very lively tune and song cause the feet to misbehave 
when the fiddlers get b^usy with: 

“Put on the kittle and put on the led. 

Mammy’s gwine to bake some sho’tened bread; 

Three little negroes lying in the bed. 

Their mouths cracked open for 
Sho’tened bread.” 

And the words in Pretty Polly are tuneful and senti¬ 
mental : 

“Pretty Polly, pretty Polly, 

Pray, don’t be unkind; 

Come here and sit by me 
And I’ll tell you my mind. 

My mind is to marry and never to roam. 

Oh, I wish we we^e married and living at home. 
Pretty Polly, pretty Polly, pretty Polly so dear. 

Pretty Polly I miss you and wish you were here, 

I will tune up my fiddle and rosin my bow 

And I’ll make myself welcome wherever I go.” 

The tunes to all of these are very lively and energize, 
apparently, all the guests. Other songs played and sung 
are “Natchez Under the Hill,” “Chicken in the Bread Tray,” 
“Old Dan Tucker,” and “The Yaller Rose of Texas.” 
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There are from five to seven verses in the songs, all of 
which were popular forty or fifty years ago, and a visit 
to any of these places where these ‘‘close to nature’^ folks 
are enjoying themselves is a mental relief and a physical 
joy, to any jazz-surfeited person. Such a visit will prove 
to be a rich feast after a long period of miserable sus¬ 
tenance on jazz music and its accompanying atrocities. 


“WHEN FOND RECOLLECTION PRESENTS THEM 
TO VIEW” 

Lives there a man with soul so dark. 

Who doesn’t even now and then, 

Bid recollection fondly hark. 

Back to glad other days and men? 

Who doesn't cull from mem’ry’s lot. 

The best and sweetest growing there. 

And leave the worst to die and rot. 

Retaining only that is fair? 

If such there be, go mark him well. 

He’s but an absentee from Hell— 

He’s not the human kind, and, say— 

He’ll burn again another day! 


YOU KNOW IT 

If it were as easy to vamp a man or a woman in 
real life as it appears to be on the screen, the world would 
be filled with strife, “treason, stratagems and spoils,” 
Have you noticed that on the screen, all that the he vamp 
has to do to make a date with a perfectly “respectable” 
lady he meets for the first time, is to chuck her under the 
chin, whisper she is “so lovely” and suggest that she is 
“misunderstood.” All the she vamp need do on the screen 
to cause the men to walk on their heads, if she so desires, 
is to v/all up her eyes, contort the face into what is called 
smiles, and either wink the eye, or toss the head in invi¬ 
tation to “meet me in the green room” or the dark hall or 
somewhere. Life on the screen is about as real in many 
shows as a Connecticut wooden nutmeg in a Sandridge 
grown Gem Melon. 
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MY MOTHER AND “THE GOOD LITTLE PEOPLE'' 

I’ve been visiting with mother; she was telling me a story 

Of Good Little People she had met in Erin, long ago, 

When they told her that a life of love would gain a crown 
of glory 

And sweet content eternal—and she’s found it even so. 

Good Little People always, urged the listeners forget it, 

When the lure of sin attracted, or when Satan, in dis¬ 
guise. 

Tried to guide them into ways of guile that caused them, 
when they met it. 

To vision Crime as Virtue and real Virtue to despise. 

Good Little People promised rich feasts to follow fasting, 

The fasting from indulgence in what the world calls bliss. 

And these feasts, they said, while rich, would be also 
everlasting. 

And that nothing else is needed but just Love to get 
you this. 

All what these fairies promised to the ones whose lives 
were loving. 

Is given in that Paradise where Love is at his best. 

Where there is no sin or sorrow, and no throwing down 
or shoving— 

“Where the wicked cease from troubling and the weary 
are at rest.” 

Mother mingled with those fairies and they often came to 
see her. 

Made the trip across the ocean to her home in Freedom’s 
land. 

And she believed their teachings holy, and Love never tried 
to fiee her 

For she practiced what they taught her—Love was in 
her heart and hand. 

My mother was an angel long before her Maker took her 

(He thought her world was needing her for yet a little 
while), ^ 

And her faith in God and fairies never once in life for¬ 
sook her 

’Twas a life of loving sacrifice—and ’twas given with a 
smile. 
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Good Little People always taught the grace and good in 
PITY, 

Of the sweetness found in KINDNESS and the blessed¬ 
ness of LOVE; 

And they pictured in fond language all the beauties of 
that City, 

Where the followers are resting and rewarded from 
above. 

When you hear some voices whisper and a-telling you be 
wary, 

Of the byways that Illusion is tempting you to take; 

When they warn you of the promises, of primrose paths, 
be chary, 

’Tis Good Little People talking, they wish friends of 
you to make. 

When mother comes to visit,' and she comes when troubles 
gather. 

She always says those voices, that are mute and yet 
you’re hearing, 

Are the voices of the fairies—volunteers to save us, rather, 

And that if we'll listen to them, we'll be heaven always 
nearing. 

And our ship can never founder when KINDNESS is the 
stoker. 

And when PITY is the pilot, and the crew and Captain, 
LOVE; 

For the promise of the Master was never yet a joker— 

His promises are cashed in bliss—eternal bliss above. 


SLANDER 

When you hear a bit of slander or damaging gossip 
about someone, and the person telling it, says by way of 
proof: “Everybody says so." You can depend upon it 
that no one says so, except the teller and perhaps some 
other human gutter-snipe of the same breed. 

Human nature is the same now that it was in the days 
of King David or Solomon, but there are a lot more things 
today over which men and women can make fools of 
themselves. 
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THE PIASA BIRD 

I’m wondering now if you all have heard 
Of the critter they called the Piasa Bird; 
Leopard and lion, and wolf and lynx 
Were all of them parts of this Pi’sa jinx; 

Eagle and buzzard, and vulture and hawk. 
Each was a part of him—out on a lark. 

Partly feathered, but hairy, too. 

With wings and fins, and eyes of blue; 

Eyes that shone like electric light. 

And chased the shadows away from night. 
The thing could fly, could swim, could walk 
And always, the Indian plump, would stalk; 
Would not only stalk, but would grab and eat. 
And always wanted more Indian meat. 

The bird was built like a battleship. 

With a fore and aft, and between decks slip. 
Double-decked and a monstrous hold 
Where his prey was placed by this bandit bold. 
Triplicate stomachs this monster had. 

And never complained of digestion bad; 

Never was known to have ate enough. 

Always was ready to treat ’em rough. 

Never was known to partake of beast. 

Only an Indian proved a feast— 

A full-grown Indian, no mere pappoose 
Could tear from his vitals, the hunger loose. 
He was the first epidemic here, 

And he was the worst in many a year. 

He killed his victims in onslaughts bold 
And buried them promptly, in h'is hold, 
mini Indians were dying fast 
And other Indians hurried past. 

Between the mouth of the Illinois 
And the place where the Muddy river toys. 
Indians were harried and hurt and scared 
And from their wigwams rarely fared. 

No one was safe by day or night 
For the bird was always about, in flight; 
Whatever blood was in their veins 
Became as watery as Spring-time rains, 
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And Noble Redmen and warriors bold 
Acquired those feet that are known as cold. 

The havoc continued until one day 
Ouataga’s daughter was on her way 
To a sheltered spot on a bluff top, steep, 

That has since been known as Lovers’ Leap. 

A warrior, not of her father’s klan 
Had won his place as her only man. 

But he had not won from the maiden’s pa 
Consent to make her his loving squaw. 

And so they met, as lovers will 
Whene’er they could on this trysting hill. 

It was while locked in each other’s arms. 

They heard, at first some dire alarms. 

And it then was late, too late to flee— 

For the bird was swooping with yells of glee; 
Swooping upon that loving pair 
Down from the blue, ethereal air. 

Locked as they were in close embrace 
They stood a moment, the bird to face. 

Then suddenly, as he closer came 

They played their trump card of the game. 

They leaped from the bluff to the rocks below 
And Death intervened to end their woe. 

The bird failed to feel the delightful thrill 
That he always hunted—the thrill to kill. 

It was that last deed of this Pi’sa beast 
That spelled disaster instead of feast. 

For the maiden’s father, frenzied, wild 
Swore to revenge his loved child. 

And from that time, by night and day 
Ouataga never did cease to pray. 

Pray the Great Spirit to hear his word 
And gift him with power to kill this bird. 

And his prayer was answered on one fair day 
When the bird was out on a hunt for prey. 
Where the Spirit led him, the chieftain sat 
Concealed in bushes that made a mat— 

While a decoy Indian danced nearby 
To lure the bird as it circled high. 

And the trick worked fine, as he downward sped, 
Ouataga’s arrows went through his head. 

Went through the head of this bird, and heart, 
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And gave the minis another start. 

Whether beast or bird was never known. 

The terror appeared to be all alone. 

It had no mate that could be found. 

And laid no egg in tree or ground; 

And if a bird, it never hatched 
A single thing that with it matched. 

If ’twas a beast, then Noah killed 
The other one, before he spilled 
All of the living things, en-pair 
Out of his ark to take the air. 

For never before, nor since that time 
Has its like been seen in any clime. 

Race suicide, as a rule is bad. 

But here in this case, it made men glad; 

It ended an epidemic strong 
And turned the wailing into song. 

And at the corn feast held that year 
All Indians gathered without fear. 

And feasted as the night advanced. 

And men and women gaily danced. 

And then “Big Injun” with one acclaim 
They fastened on to Outaga’s name. 

And later, hunters found just where 
This bird or beast had its nest, or lair; 

In a cavern wide, and high and deep 
Were human bones piled heap on heap; 

Bones of warriors he had slain. 

Hips and thighs and homes of brain; 

Ghastly the skulls that were fiung around. 
Matted with hair was the fioor or ground! 

No mausoleum of here and now 
Is filled like that of the bird, I trow. 

For years and years, the legend said. 

Loud were the wailings of the dead. 

But the wailings ceased when a funeral pyre 
Was made of the bones, that were ate by fire. 
Evil may live like this mur’drous thing 
And all kinds of agonies cause or bring. 

For ages and ages, but slow, or fast 
Fate intervenes, and first or last 
Evil succumbs to the power of Good, 

And another step’s made towards Brotherhood. 
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LADIES, LISTEN, OR HOW TO GET A HUSBAND 

From Venice—our Venice, Madison County, Illinois— 
comes the story that a widow of 55 years in that city lost 
her voice in August and after it became certain, in the 
middle of October, that she would never, NEVER again 
find it, she received eighteen offers of marriage within a 
a week. She nodded to one of them, and that settled it. 


KIND-HEARTED SPRINGFIELD 

When the Associated Charities of Springfield, the former 
home of Abraham Lincoln, and the capital of Illinois, issued 
a call for clothing, coats, hats, shoes, etc., for down and out 
poor people, the appeal was answered speedily by a large 
number of great-hearted citizens, most of whom gladly 
contributed their straw hats to the cause of charity. Straw 
hats are such great comforts to the poor in winter, you 
understand. 


THE MEDICAL MAN 

The man who eases mortal pains, 

In lifelong work and knowledge, fine. 
Surpasses any king that reigns— 

He's near divine! 

The man restoring shattered health, 
And starts in veins a flow like wine. 
Who stops disease that works by stealth, 
And makes for sick, the sun to shine. 

Is greater far than Caesar was. 

Or any other war-like man; 

They fought to kill; he fights, because 
He wants to end some Curse's ban. 
When God is handing out what's due 
To mortals, when comes paying time, 

I believe that HE will hand to YOU 
Reward, eternal and sublime! 
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WHO WOULDN'T LOVE HER? 

Oh dear INDIAN SUMMER LADY 
If we tell you that we love you; 

If we say that you're a darling, 

And a beauty and a charmer; 

That your presence is a blessing 

And your smiles are things of comfort; 

And that every day you’re sweeter. 

And completer, as a giver 
Of DELIGHTS to every mortal; 

If we fold you that your garments 
Are superlatives of beauty. 

And that every thing about you 
Makes the heart-strings sing and sway; 

If we’ll promise to adore you. 

And to never, never murmur, 

And to grow gracious with you— 

Will you promise us to stay? 


HOW TO LIVE FOREVER 

Eat nothing but stewed parsnips. 

Drink nothing but cold water. 

Go to bed at 8 every night. 

Get up at 6 every morning. 

Don’t smoke, chew or play poker. 

Go to church every Sunday morning. 

Split three cords of wood every day. 

Walk 19 miles before breakfast. 

Ride horseback two hours every day. 

Play golf the remainder of the afternoon. 

Don’t kiss the cook or anybody else. 

Shun the public drinking cups. 

Keep out of crowded cars. 

Now comes the most important instmction, if you would 
live forever: 


Don’t lie. 
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THE RED CROSS MOTHER 

Who is this Red Cross Mother, Pa, 

That folks are calling great? 

They say she comes to Alton, too. 

At early hours, and late. 

And that she's always calling on 
The suffering and the poor. 

And Mercy is her middle name— 

I'd like to see her sure. 

Wherever hardships menace, son; 

Wherever Hope is dead; 

Where Death's disease is stalking, boy— 
You'll see this Mother's head; 

Her hands are busy easing pain. 

And binding wounds that bleed; 

Or bringing back dissolving life. 

Or ministrations speed. 

Your brother who was injured, son. 

By shrapnel, overseas. 

Can tell you of this Mother, boy, 

Who knew no rest nor ease; 

Of anguish that she drove away. 

Of famished humans fed; 

Of doing, daring war's alarms. 

While others wildly fled. 

And here at home, that season, son. 
When flu cast out its pall. 

And hearses' trips were numerous 
As dropping leaves in fall, 

This Red Cross Mother faced the foe. 

And fought and drove him back; 

She minimized the toll of death. 

Drew souls from off the rack. 

In times of peace she keeps at work, 

She travels near and far 
Likef sunlight, giving help and cheer 
Where ill and worries are. 

If you know any humans, son. 

Who have one hundred cents, 

Go ask them give this bit to her, 

Her need of it's intense. 
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Her beneflciaries, son, 

Are many millions strong; 

And a dollar paid is a little price 
For a heart 'twill All with song. 


THE WAY I FEEL 

“The Lilies of the Valley" 

Have had their praises sung. 

By poets and by others— 

Till the “chestnut" bell was rung; 

And often, even after that— 

And sometimes, now, you will 

Hear praises of that valley flower. 
But none for flowers of hill. 

They may be all they say they are. 
But I feel this way still: 

As sweet as any lily. 

Are the roses of the hill. 

You can get the lilies easiest; 

For roses you must climb. 

But for work you do to get them. 
They repay you every time. 

And the Lily of the Valley, 

May be your choice, as you will— 

But I'll always have a longing 
For the rose upon the hill. 


INCOME TAX 

According to the Income Tax Department of the Revenue 
Office, “the average income" of U. S. residents, was more 
than $4,000. Did you get your $4,000? And you? And 
you? And you? It is, however, a thing of cheer, that they 
have not yet begun to tax our average outgo. The outgo 
is always greater than the income of the average man I 
have met during the last few years. 
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GOOD OLD ALTON 

On Greenland’s Icy Mountains, 

They say the sun is hot; 

That boiling are the fountains 
And coolness there is not. 

And on the coasts of Labrador 
Where they never knew a fan 

The heat is something awful 

This July to beast and man. 

And up there Minne Sota, 

Has eyelids wet with weeps 

Far more than is her quota 
As perspiration seeps. 

They are hot in distant Norway 
Where the polar bruins poise; 

But it’s nice and cool in Alton— 
Here in Alton, Illinois. 

Miss June was one gay flapper 

And Miss May was one herself 

But July is the best scrapper 
Of the seasons, oft the shelf. 

She forces winds to blow each day 
And whirligigs them, too. 

So that you’ll get them, either way 
To cool and freshen you. 

When Sol puts his pajamas on 
And lays him down to rest 

July gets busy with the winds 

And drives them from the west. 

Across to where we mortals hive 
With Morpheus and his joys 

And your sleep is fine in Alton— 
Here in Alton, Illinois. 

There’s mosquitoes in Alaska 

’Bout as big as humming birds 

And the chiggers at Itasca 
Mobilize on you in herds; 
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Up in Canada they’re fighting 
Heat and bugs of all degrees 
While the prickly heat is lighting 
Red spots on the natives’ knees. 

‘"Down in Maine!”—Say. Summer’s working 
Overtime and so are bills. 

Only hotel help is shirking 

And keep adding to your ills. 

Seems to me by reading papers 
Summer heat is one Big Noise 
Everywhere, except in Alton— 

Good Old Alton, Illinois! 

July, 1920. 


COURAGE 

I’ve often nursed a secret grief 
Because SELF PITY caused it cry. 
When if just COURAGE had been chief 
The grief would wither soon and die. 

I’ve often thought the world was wrong 
And useless ’twere to make a fight. 
When suddenly a snatch of song 
Caused me to see the world aright. 

Despair has sometimes grasped my hand 
And led me towards the Gulf of Gloom, 
But Magic Hope helped make a stand 
And drive inertia to its tomb. 

My life boat surging 'gainst the rocks 
At times seemed sinking in the sea, 
When friendly winds, between the shocks. 
To harbor, drove my boat and me. 

Then courage, friends! Why worry so? 

“The worst is never yet to come,” 

The blackest clouds will always go; 

The sun shines ever, somewhere—SOME 
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IF A BUDDY MEETS A BUDDY 
(Coming Through the Rye) 

If a Buddy meets a Buddy 
With a jug of glee— 

Call it hootch, or ouch or goody, 

Barley Corn or "Skee"'— 

And that Buddy, wee bit '*suddy'' 

Asks you, are you dry? 

Where's the harm to say: “You Betchu?" 
What's the use to lie? 

If a Buddy meets a Buddy^ 

With a shot of rye. 

Should he call out the militia? 

Neither, lads, would I. 

If the “shots came thick and thicker'' 
Would I turn and run? 

Yes, I would, but. Buddy, listen: 

'Twould be towards the gun. 


NO SUCH A THING AS “GOING WEST'' 

In recent years there have been born. 
Expressions, used in meaning death; 

“He has Gone West;'' “Around The Horn'' 

And “Headed South in Search of Breath." 

I don't know if I'm right or wrong, 

Or if it causes smile or frown. 

But belief has grown, with life, along 
The only Way one travels, when 

His ears have ceased to hear Death's din, 

IS UP OR DOWN! 

Straight UP, I think, not East or West, 

Or else straight down, where there's no South. 

UP, where all comers quick are blest 
Or DOWN, where Hades has its mouth. 

I can't say this is right or wrong; 

For dirge-like is its theme and song:— 

The ONLY WAY we humans go 
IS UP OR DOWN! 
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THE POPPY'S RED 

O'er hills of Alton as you go 
You’ll see the poppy’s crimson glow. 

Not row on row, as there in France* 

Where first our boys stopped Hun’s advance— 
But here and there; enough I know 
To 'waken mem’ry’s weight of woe. 

Somehow I feel the poppy’s red 
Is blood our soldier laddies shed. 

And brings conviction, hour by hour. 

That soldier lads were each a fiower.* 

Flower of the city, fiower of the flock. 

Who passed to save the world from shock; 

Who passed, or wounded still survive. 

Neglected, while the careless thrive. 

Oh, crimson poppy! why don't you 
Bring back appreciation too? 

'Twere better far were you not here 
To cause again the anguished tear. 

Unless you give, instead of woe. 

Conviction of the debt we owe! 


TIMES CHANGE 

“Man wants but little here below"— 
May've been all right when it was writ— 

But nowadays, of course, you know. 

It doesn't fit a little bit. 

'Twas written in the Long Ago— 

With man's desire a little thing; 

And hearts as trumps had all the show 
And Love was crowned by all as King. 

Man now wants everything In sight. 

And woman wants e’en more than man_ 

When Covetousness had joined the fight, 
Man's inhumanity began. 
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WEARING OF THE GRIN 

When things are blue as indigo and the world seems full 
of spleen, 

There’s something anyone can do to keep the heart serene. 

I’ve seen whole banks of clouds disperse as they came 
rolling in 

And saw them chased away at once by wearing of the grin. 

And Old Man Gloom with side kick Grouch will rarely 
ever win 

Against the man or woman who is wearing of the grin. 

If frowns were taxed like houses are, or Volsteaded like gin 

More flowers would bloom in human hearts; more happi¬ 
ness within. 

One cannot always be content, but one can do his bit. 

To keep the worst within himself, instead of scattering it. 

And Old Man Gloom with side kick Grouch will rarely 
ever win 

Against the man or woman who is wearing of the grin. 

The State of Mind is one that we should officer with care 

And warn them they must banish all the Worries and 
Despair, 

Just as the sun disperses all the shadows of the night 

So can the sun in each of us help others in their fight. 

And Old Man Gloom with side kick Grouch will rarely 
ever win 

Against the man or woman who is wearing of the grin. 


JUST A QUESTION OF TASTE 

When lovely woman stoops to folly, 

And keeps her ears in furnace fires. 
What right has any man, by golly. 

To try and kill her heart’s desires? 
When lovely woman thinks her tresses 
Are most uncouth, and bobs them short, 
Why should a man say, it distresses? 

Why should he rip, and roar and snort? 
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OH, MAN 

When Hortense leaves her ‘‘bodewar,” now, 

Her cheek is like the rose; 

And painted lips and blackened brow— 

And with enameled nose; 

The powder puff has lost its pep. 

It’s out of style; it goes; 

Because enamel has the rep 
Of whitening the nose. 

Have you noticed lately how white the noses of some of 
the fair sex have become? Or* do you ever notice any¬ 
thing? Take a look—see and you cannot help noticing 
how much whiter the nose is than any other part of the 
face or neck. It’s the style, so a young lady who knows 
says, and the whiter that nose is the more stylish it is. 
She declares that powder will no longer do the work so 
as to please the extremely stylish, and that beauty parlors, 
and purveyors of beautifiers are selling an enamel which 
will stay put and unsmudged for a long, long time. But 
I cannot help wondering what would happen to one of these 
enameled noses if its owner should poke it into somebody 
else s business. -Being so stiff and everything, would not 
there be a great danger of breaking the nose off short? 
The enamel most certainly keeps it from being pliable. 
The red light on a locomotive is intended to light the way 
ahead; but just what the white light on the nose of a 
human is supposed to get for a human, aside from, or in 
addition to ridicule, raillery and rejoicing of their rivals 
is a mystery. 


MORE AND MORE MYSTERY RIGHT ALONG 

The world is filled with mysteries. 

But the greatest mystery of all 
Time to the friends of the newly- 
Married couple is: “What in the 
World did she ever see in him?” 

And: “What in Sam Hill made him 
Marry her?” 
























32 


STRAY SCRAPS 


WHEN PROSPECT WAS AN ORCHARD STREET 

Once, Prospect was an Orchard Street 
(Though it may not look it now), 

When at each home in summertime 
Fruit hung from every bough! 

Or if some trees failed to produce 
Some others bore a lot. 

And neighbor shared with neighbor. 

So without fruit, none was not! 

There were Wuerker, Crowe and Carpenter, 

And Callahan and Watts, 

And Ryan and Blake and Mitchell 
John Locke, and Sidney Potts; 

And each one had an orchard— 

But Leigh’s gave greatest joy. 

To all of us young urchins. 

When we were each a boy. 

Some of the gang were “unco” bad— 

Not one of us too good— 

But we stuck like glue together. 

And for each other stood. 

And neighbors all were neighborly. 

And life was fine and sweet 
Prom State Street—west to Lover’s Leap, 

WLen ’twas an Orchard Street. 

Leigh’s orchard—biggest one, and best— 

Grows children, bright today. 

And daily adds to health and zest 
Of girls and boys at play. 

And all along old Prospect Street 
Are lawns and houses fine. 

And fiowers and children bloom alike 
As gifts from the Divine. 

I know the present “crops” are best. 

But still fond memory will 
Compel me, with no thought of rest 
Climb up the Bond Street till. 
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Or Summit Street to Prospect 
Where mem’ry films the past, 

And pictures days when life was sweet, 
When dear, old, sunny Prospect 
Was a dandy Orchard Street. 


MUST HAVE THESE IF YOU WOULD BE A 
MOVIE STAR 

From all appearance one must, to be 
A regular female star of the movies. 

Have lips as black as an Etheopian’s 
Skin. But lips seem to qualify the 
Owner for a career on the movie. 

Stage. This gives her the appearance 
Of having had mortification set in 
At the mouth, and causes the 
Audience to feel deep pity for the 
Poor girl; she is getting by famously 
With her black lips, and the movie 
Lover kisses these deformed lips with 
As much gusto, apparently, as if they 
Were red with life’s blood, 

And full with love’s desire. 

Honestly, now have you ever seen a 
Female star of the screen whose lips 
Are not black as coal? 


CONFESSIONS OF A HE FLIRT 

“I feel that Julia is the best 
Until she leaves and I meet Bess; 
And after that, Maude leads the rest; 
That is, she leads unless dear Min, 
Should happen there when I drop in. 
And after Min, why there’s Louise 
And Margaret and Eloise, 

And Mary, Lil and Gert and Poll— 
Geewhillikens, I love them all.” 
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THE MODERN BABBLE-ON 

Old Egypt had its Babylon, an old, old town and drear, 

But we have many Babble-ons in the U. S. this year. 

And many women meet and talk, or talk within the hall. 
Of league of this, and league of that, and of no league 
at all. 

They nod the head, and chew the rag, about this thing 
and that— 

In Babble-on, in Babble-on, they wobble or stand pat. 

In Babble-on the women vote, they fix the fences too 
And tell the men just where they’re at, and what they 
have to do. 

In Babylon the ladies dear pulled wires and led the van 
The while they camoufiaged, the dears, as followers of man. 
In Babble-on, the modern town, they talk of politics. 

In Babble-on, in Babble-on, they teach the statesmen tricks. 

The folk that walked in Babylon, they talked of wind and 
rain; 

They talked of France and England here, or Bryan's mouth 
and brain; 

And every town in the U. S. is Babble-on for true 
Where men and women talk about Jim Reed and Wilson 
too. 

In Babble-on, they never rest; they will not rest, until 
The ballot boxes in each fall, their tales of voting spill. 

In Babble-on, you're ‘fioil" or not; be sure that you get that. 
In Babble-on, in Babble-on, they wobble—or stand pat. 


NO, SIR; THESE CHAPS WOULDN'T DRINK IT 

“I wouldn't taste that liquor— 

The horrid, nasty booze; 

I wouldn't put it in my mouth"— 

Said Henry Herbert Hughes. 

‘T wouldn't drink it, either. 

It has too much shellac. 

And too much other poison stuff"— 

Said *‘So-Long" Sammy Stack. 
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THE WAY OF 'WIMMEN" 

If Adam had been adam-ant 
He would have melted, just the same. 

Eve's eyes had just the proper slant 
To make poor Adam play the game. 

That snake was nothing but a tramp 
And Eve decided then and there. 

To be the first, on earth, to vamp 
And get old Adam’s goat for fair. 

And female women ever since. 

Have used the wiles they heired from Eve 

Whene'er they wished to make men wince. 
Their slogan is: ‘T’ll get you, Steve!" 

That slogan is no idle boast. 

What woman wants, that she will get, 

She'll torture, joy, delight or roast; 

Her will makes men see red or jet; 

Crabapples, lemons, or the quince 

Men bite, at Modern Eve's command; 

The sour taste then away she'll rinse 
And makes man eat out of her hand! 


‘'WHAT IS A BACHELOR?" ANSWERED 

“'^at is a bachelor, anyway?" asked Languishing 
Louise, as she looked directly at one she had been trying 
to hook for months. “What earthly good is he?" “I can¬ 
not answer that last question perhaps," said the bachelor, 
“but I can make a try at the first. A bachelor is a man 
who can chew tobacco if he wishes; can smoke in his 
house or den without creating a riot; can go to the club 
evenings, if he wishes; does not have to listen to tales of 
what low people he sprung from; can have his meals regu¬ 
larly, and the kind he wants, and can do or have a thou¬ 
sand and one other things a married man cannot, without 
a resultant gabfest that will startle the neighbors." 
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AUGUST SHOULD BE KNOWN AS THE FRIED 
CHICKEN MONTH 

The melon-chicken days are come— 

The gladdest of the year, 

When chicken feasts, and melon sweets 
Pill inner man with cheer. 

Chicken fry picnics to the right of us, picnics to the left 
of us; picnics just behind us, and picnics directly in front 
of us. And fried chicken, roasting-ears and melons are at 
all these picnics. August days are filled with chicken fry 
events, and fish fry occasions and watermelon deliriums. 
Perhaps that is why it is called August. August means 
grand, if you will accent it that way. But this is a protest, 
not a boost. August and Dame Nature are spendthrifts, 
and there is no cause for wonder that many humans are 
that way. Take Nature, for instance, in the matter of 
rain or heat or cold. There is always either a feast or a 
famine. And in the matter of chicken feasts and other 
feasts, August appears to be a close follower of Nature. 


ALEXANDER KNEW WHAT WOULD HAPPEN 

Two negro soldiers who were returning from Prance 
at the close of the war, were discussing what they would 
do when they returned to Richmond, Va. 

“What are you going to do, Elijah?" asked one. 

“Well, Alexander," said the other as he looked dreamily 
across the steamer’s rail at the horizon beyond, “when 
I get back to Richmond, I’m going to put on white shoes, 
white pants, a white coat, an’ a white tie, an’ I’m going 
to walk down a street with white folks. What are you 
going to do, Alexander?’’ 

“Huh!" came the reply. “I’m going to put on black 
shoes, black pants, a black coat an’ a black tie, and I’m 
going to walk down the street, too—behln’ yo’ hearse." 

‘—Told by an Ex-Doughboy. 
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SEPTEMBER MORN 

September Morn is on the way. 

She’s almost at the doorstep now; 

She’s lovely as her sister May, 

And nobler are her face and brow. 

That means fruition; she has worked 
And nothing of her duty shirked. 

She’s not attired as fiappers are. 

But rich and fine her garments be; 

Her fragrance she scatters far— 

A queen triumphant! Such is she. 

A harvest ripe, to all she brings. 

Her hands are filled with gifts of good. 

And while dispensing these, she sings 
A song of cheer to humanhood. ^ 


WISHING THEY HAD LISTENED TO ADVICE 

There is an old song, the teaching of which many men 
wish they had heeded in the days of high wages and a 
surplus of work. Had they done so, they would not now 
be “broke." The song ran something like this: 

“There was an old woman. 

And she had a wooden leg; 

She allers chewed terbaccy. 

But terbaccy wouldn’t beg. 

An’ when she’d meet high filers. 

Who liked, it seemed, to spend. 

She’d warn them of bankruptcy. 

Unless they’d start to mend. 

Oh, boys, dear boys, 

Allers save your “rocks" 

And you’ll allers have terbaccy 
In your ol’ terbaccy box." 


DO YOU HAVE TO LISTEN? 

“What is harder,” asks Observant Oliver, “than to look 
pleasant and appear to be enjojung it, when someone is 
boosting a man you know is a nut?" 
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SURE CURE FOR FAINT H EART—PERM APS 

Having learned that candy manufacturers—big fellas— 
in Chicago in convention assembled, have announced posi¬ 
tively that candy is the greatest heart strengthener in 
existence, this news is passed for the benefit of those 
lovers whose spines are weak as boiled macaroni, and 
whose hearts are in that class known as “faint hearts.” 
Any faint-hearted lover can win the fairest lady if he 
will eat candy; of course he should take a box or two along 
and let her eat some also. It is a fact that hundreds of 
lovers, male and female, would have been much better off 
had that faint-heartedness continued forever and ever, 
before popping the question of marriage. If the hearts 
had had fainting fits before marriage, there would have 
been no fits of other kinds after that, and no heartaches 
and no divorce courts. The candy cure should never be 
taken unless one is sure the fair lady is the one really 
wanted, however. 


HOW ONE SMALL BOY VIEWED IT 

It is told that a superintendent of a Sunday School, not a 
thousand miles from here, recently thought it would be a 
good idea to have the children quote Scriptural texts as 
they dropped their pennies in the contribution box. On 
the Sunday the plan was given a try-out, one little fellow 
as he dropped his penny into the box said: “The Lord 
loveth a cheerful giver.” “Charity covers a multitude of 
sins,” quoted the second. The third boy remarked: “It is 
more blessed to give than to receive.” 

Others gave excellent quotations until it came the turn 
of the seventh lad, who was thinking of other uses for his 
penny, evidently, and who bawled out as he reluctantly 
divorced himself from the penny: “A fool and his money 
are soon parted.” The try-out ended right then for that 
day. 


The death of her husband^s first wife, is the hardest 
blow some women are ever given by fate. 
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GEE, WHAT A LIVING PERIL THIS WORLD IS 

Physicians in Paris have inaugurated a campaign against 
kissing, and the president of France has already suc¬ 
cumbed and quit kissing. The president is a brave man 
but the doctors scared the wadding out of him by assuring 
him that 40,000 germs were put in motion every time two 
persons kiss each other. When the women kiss their pet 
dogs on the tips of their cute but cold noses, one million 
germs are started going. In Prance men had the habit 
of kissing each other, and it is a good thing the germs 
or something put a stop to it. It was a habit that ought 
to die. Girls kissing each other may get a lot of ecstacy 
out of It, but just imagine men kissing each other when 
they meet. Boy, oh boy, ought they not be germicided? 


CAN YOU IMAGINE ANYTHING LIKE THIS? 

Only five miles from anywhere it is so cold that a human 
being unprotected by the heaviest sort of clothing, would 
freeze stiff as a steel rod in two minutes and four seconds. 
If some way could be divided for supplying houses with 
some of that cold, like gas and electricity are furnished, 
there would be a lot of comfort in living in summer, and 
the man who first gets the idea to working would speedily 
become a millionaire. Five miles from earth—only to 
where this supply of cold comfort sticks doing nothing, 
but the five miles are straight up towards the sun, and 
the sun is accused of causing the intense heat on this side 
of the Intense cold belt. How does it do it? 


WELL, EAT 'EM; YOU'RE WELCOME 

Scientists—old-world scientists and new—declare that 
Worms are edible. More than that, they are appetizing, 
nourishing, and flesh and strength builders. Without 
scientists and other experts and faddists this world would 
go to the dickens in about two minutes and a half. 
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DECORATION DAY IN THE CONFEDERATE 
CEMETERY IN ALTON 

The poppy, the lily, the rose. 

Grow like the grass overhead 
Where heroes are now in repose; 

The living thus honor the dead. 
Under the sod lie the gray— 

Heroes who died for a cause. 

Believing it right, in their day; 

To them it was home and its laws. 
Over the sod where the gray 
Sleep in eternal repose 
The wearers of Blue are today 
Imbedding the poppy and rose. 


GATES AJAR 

To one who believes, and believing, dies, 
Death can be, but a guiding star. 

Leading through God’s own “Gates Ajar” 

Into the peace of paradise. 

Happy the soul that unafraid. 

Answers the call The Ruler sent. 

Believing He judges man’s intent— 

And every promise is kept He made. 

And whispering Faith to the ones who stay. 
Tells of the rest on the Other Shore 
And bids them cheer, and to grieve no more. 
For the one that’s gone has peace alway! 


HAS HELD SOMETHING BETTER AND BIGGER 

Because Horatius held the bridge. 

The world has cheered his stand; 

I don’t think he did such a much; 

I’m married long, and not in “Dutch”— 

I’ve held HER heart and hand. 
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NOTHING LIKE HAVING A BACKYARD GARDEN 

‘'Have you had any success with your garden?” asked Mr. 
Milton Roade of Mr. Bond Street. “The best ever,” was 
the reply. “What are you raising?” was the next question. 
“Nothing,” replied Mr. Bond Street. “But if I hadn’t had 
a row with my neighbor with some chickens, and right 
afterwards a reconciliation, I never would have discovered 
that he has a well-stocked cellar. Anyhow, I might have 
never had a close-up view of same. My garden caused all 
of it.” 


KISSING AS A STIMULANT 

Kissing is a stimulant, and it is sanitary and will kill 
?erms and promote health, good nature, longevity and be¬ 
sides is just bully practice on general principles. Anyhow, 
^nost of the above activities of the kiss are sponsored by an 
eminent Russian doctor, and he recently addressed the 
Philosophical Society of Bridgeport, New Jersey, on the 
subject. 

Among other things, this human doctor says: “Kisses 
send forth ethereal and hypnotic waves, traveling with 
?reat velocity, electrifying and rejuvenating every psychic, 
inental and physical cell structure of the body. It is, of 
course, a most potent agency for courage, good cheer, 
optimism, hope, health and longevity.” 

Hats off to Katsoff! Says I, and so should say others 
Who know from experience that the kiss has been slan¬ 
dered most villainously by cranks and others who are 
not cranks, but are out for publicity. 


NOT WEBSTER’S DEFINITION, BUT— 

TACT consists very largely in lying happily, on occa¬ 
sion and in emergencies. 








































42 


STRAY SCRAPS 


THINGS WE WOULD LIKE TO KNOW 
do^Lnut?^ dough with a hole in it called a 

is a hen in the bush worth only 30 cents, while 
in town her value Increases to 75 or 80 cents? 

Why is a fowl said to be dressed when it is clearly and 
totally undressed? 

Why any guy should try to convince us that it is the 
humidity when we know blamed well that it is the heat, and 
lots of It, that is causing us discomfort? 

Girls is Girls, of course, and generally desirable, but whv 

anything to do with that old girl 
Miss Statement? ^ ' 

Did Billy Patterson himself know who struck him? 

Why does an American call him a -dude,- a German call 
him a dood, an Irishman call him a -jude,- and a Mis- 
sourian call him a -helluva guy?- 


CURE FOR DIVORCE? PERHAPS 

-Here is a good sign for a restaurant,- writes Grass 
Widower: “Don’t divorce your wife because she can’t 
cook. Eat here and keep her for a pet,” 


ATTENTION, BRIDEGROOMS! 

-Just what is the difference between a hen-pecked hus¬ 
band and the other kind of husband?” asked a bachelor. 
Well,” remarked Iva Grouch, -the hen-pecked husband 
pves in to his wife right away, but the other kind of hus¬ 
band holds out until the next day, before giving in to her.” 
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A SOLDIER’S GRAVE 

Blue bells bloom all o’er the mound, 

Red roses at the feet, 

And at the head, a pure, white rose 
Dispenses fragrance sweeL 

You notice that the colors are 

Of that dear FLAG—a world-wide pride. 

Beneath which he had carried on. 

And for which he had bravely died. 

And they surpass the poppy’s hue, 

They stand for more than poppies can— 
These colors—RED and WHITE and BLUE— 
They stand for true AMER-I-CAN! 

They stand for right and loyalty. 

For mercy to the human-kind. 

They are our country’s loyalty. 

And ’round our heart-strings are entwined. 

The poppy’s roots are fed on blood, 

The poppy’s bloom renews our pain. 

As recollection at its flood 

Recalls once more the FLANDERS SLAIN. 
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BRIGHAM YOUNG WAS PATRIOTIC, HUH? 

In Prance a man is considered patriotic who commits 
bigamy for the purpose of raising “the birth rate” of the 
country, and, presumably, the more wives he accumulates, 
the more “patrioticer” he is. There would not be many 
slackers in the United States were bigamy counted patriot¬ 
ism, and few exemptions would be asked. Listen to what 
happens to the French bigamist: 

Paris.—Louis Domergue, French bigamist, declared he 
bigamy out of patriotism to raise 
the birth rate In “my beloved France.” He was living a 
double life in towns twenty miles apart. When arrested, 
his wives told the judge he was the “best husband” ever 
and on their pleas he was released. 

Pretty soon some guy in this country will organize an 
association of “Volunteers for the Repopulation of France,” 
and perhaps the Alton branch will charter the steamer 
Illinois to take the members over. 


IN THE APPLE CELLAR 

“YouYe nothing but a false alarm, 
Ben Davis,” said ye Jonathan. 
“YouTe destiny, I think to rave is,” 
To Jonathan said old Ben Davis. 


WHY IS THE PERPETUAL GROUCH? 

It is one of the great pities of the world that pessimists 
and chronic knockers are not equipped with two or three 
more pairs of eyes—they miss seeing so many of the fine 
things in others, and the better qualities that abound. 
Perhaps, however, if each had a million eyes it would not 
help any, until the jaundice was driven from the heart. 
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IN CAMPAIGN TIMES 

Now comes the pot and kettle, 
Hot on each other’s track; 
And the pot is on its mettle; 

As it calls the kettle, black. 


Any man who is afraid—of a woman better be,” says a 
Wise man who probably was scared of some woman and 
failed to conceal the fact from her. 


WHAT I'D LIKE TO KNOW 

Is it just because they actually 
Take a bath now and then, that 
Photographs of girls are made. 
Showing them at the water's edge, 
Or just what is the idea of 
Publishing photographs of girls 
And women who bathe? 


GO ON; PROVE IT IF YOU CAN 

I know a female of the species who says Eve never did 
tempt Adam, and the reason Adam ate the apple was that 
be was hungry, and a ravenous appetite has no conscience. 


at THE MEAT MARKET 

“Take back the heart you gave me,” the angry woman 
cried; the butcher gave her liver, then she was satisfied. 
That is the way a new song goes to it. 
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TO REV. FRANCIS KEHOE 
(Silver Anniversary) 

We salute you, Father Kehoe! 

May your presence and your smile, 
Remain to cheer and help us. 

On our journey, mile by mile; 

May the Good Lord keep you healthy, 
For with health, you're on the GO, 
Perpetually, or thereabouts. 

Relieving WANT and WOE. 

You are needed. Father Kehoe, i 
And the bludgeonings you give. 

To sin and Satan's cohorts. 

That a better cause may live. 

We'd like to have you live to see 
A fruitful, golden jubilee. 

And after that, a diamond fete 
Before you enter Heaven's gate. 


LET'S MAKE IT UNANIMOUS 

It is moved and seconded; 

Yea, and thirded that, at 
Some performances the name: 
“Reserved Seats" should be 
Changed to “Deserved Seats,” 
For really, truly and surely 
Patrons of the performances 
Deserve the BEST there is 
For going there at all. 


There is a time and place for everything, but it is not 
an appropriate time or place to praise corn beef and 
cabbage when talking to a dyspeptic who is suffering on 
a bed of more or less pain. 
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A CHEERFUL AND HOPEFUL VIEW OF IT 

Several of us were talking about 
The lack of work, and the suffering 
Caused to many by this condition. 

And one lady spoke up and said 
Her boys, the support of the family. 

Had been laid off indefinitely. 

And her husband had been sick 
For more than a year and the 
Boys had been the meal tickets 
Of the parents. “But,” she 
Added cheerfully, “my mother 
Used to say: 'God never closed 
One gap, that He didn’t open 
Another,’ and I am sure that He 
Will now.” 


NOT A MEAN HUSBAND; JUST CAREFUL 

The scarcity of employment, and consequently scarcity 
of money has made Bill Eighth Street a bit unreasonable 
as you will admit when you read the following he was over¬ 
heard saying by a neighbor. Bill’s wife being the one 
addressed: “Now looka here, Tillie; you have to go slow 
on spending money. This here account of yours says: 
‘Mustard plasters, 50 cents, two teeth extracted, $3.00.' 
That’s $3.50 spent in one week for your private and per¬ 
sonal pleasure, and you must quit being so wasteful.” 


IT WASN’T THE LEATHER 

“Do your shoes hurt?” asked Mr. Goodheart of his com¬ 
panion during a walk in Hop Hollow, when he noticed the 
companion limping. “No,” said the addressee, “but my 
feet do.” 
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THE WOMAN AND THE HAIRPIN 

With a hairpin women can do 
Most things on earth! 

Here are a few: 

Pick a lock and pull a cork! 

Cut a pie and make a fork! 

Put up curtains, rake a fire. 

Tinker with an auto tire; 

Scour the kitchen pots and pans, 

Take up carpets, open cans. 

Clean the chimney of a lamp. 

Saw a cake and jab a tramp. 

Peel an apple, rake a grate. 

Hang up pictures, or a plate; 

Spread the butter, varnish fioors. 

Fix the hinges on the doors; 

Do up baby, beat an egg. 

Use it as she would a peg; 

Button gloves, sew, darn or knit. 

Make the children’s trousers fit; 
Yawning chasms reconcile. 

Keep receipted bills on file; 

Sharpen pencils, mend a sock. 

Tighten windows, clean a clock; 

Varnish floors, erase a spot, 

Stop a leak, untie a knot! 

With this in hand, she’s quite content. 
She needs no other instrument. 
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HOW HIGH WILL HOUSEFLIES FLY? 

The above is a question the writer has been asked, and 
with the request is the information that “a scientist says 
that houseflies will not go higher than the second story 
of a building. Windows and doors higher than.that need 
not be screened against them.” The last thing in the world 
the writer claims to be is a scientific gent, but he claims 
to know flies. They will not stop at second-story windows; 
they will follow a human to the roof of the Stanard-Tilton 
Milling Company's elevators, and they will follow you 
higher than that if you have any blood left in your system 
after they finish feasting. Plies are third and fourth and 
fifth-story artists as well as ground floor and first and 
second-story outlaws. I have swatted flies on top of moun¬ 
tains higher than any skyscraper ever was, and they were 
mean cannibals at that. Just let the scientists do as they 
please about not screening their third and fourth-story win¬ 
dows; it is their picnic—theirs and the flies—but just for 
fun you screen your windows and always keep a supply of 
fly paper and swatters handy. 


THESE TWO NEVER GET DIVORCED 

There is always a wedding when 
Idle Rumor and Miss Gossip 
Meet, and from that time until death 
Parts them, they are pals, fellow 
Conspirators, co-assassins. 

And persistent trouble makers. 


IT IS ONLY A PERSONAL OPINION, BUT— 

It seems to me there must have been no hot summer 
nights during that storied twenty years’ nap taken by 
Hip Van Winkle. 
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MAKING A ^‘WRECK^' OF RECOLLECTION 

Moonshiners and white mule breeders 
Have succeeded in discovering something 
V/hich, when put in the finished article. 
Destroys memory, puts recollection on the 
Bum, and acts upon the assimilator much 
After the fashion in which the fabled 
Waters of Leth acted with those who 
Drank of them. No human 
Moonshine shock absorber can remember 
Wkere he got the liquor and white 
Mule, once he or it gets into the 
Interior department of the human being, 
Speedily kicks all memory into smithereens. 
And the man is unable to say where or when 
He first met the mule face to face. 

And invited the animal “to come in 
And make yourself at home!’' 


That old slogan, “Back to the farm,” doesn’t ring true. 
It should be changed to “Backs to the farm,” for that is 
what more and more farm residents are doing—turning 
their backs to the farm. 


ANOTHER OLD AGE BROMIDE 

Want to live to be one hundred years old? Yes? Well, 
just “imitate the cat.” That is what a Washington, D. C., 
health commissioner advises. He does not say which cat 
to imitate, confining his advice to the above. If that means 
one must climb back-yard fences and yowl all night; climb 
trees and kill and eat birds; chase rats into their lairs or 
kill ’em; eat mice and meow constantly and piteously, I 
don’t want to make a century run of it, if to “imitate the 
cat” is the only way to make it. 
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JUST PAGE ALTON, MY HONEY ^ 

There is a WINE taster in New York City who dislikes 
his job, according to the New York Mail. If he dislikes it 
enough to quit and give another feller a chance, and will 
S. O. S. Alton, he can have his dislike cured suddenly and 
permanently. 


CHARACTERS 

There are far more beautiful characters than ugly ones, 
but a great many people appear to get pleasure only out 
of believing that ugly characters are in the majority. In¬ 
vestigation will also show that most of the ones so believ¬ 
ing are “ugly” characters themselves. 


TIMES CHANGE 

Pour-score years ago today. 

In forests dark and drear; 

The men put powder 
In their guns 

And went in search of deer; 

But now the world has changed around 
And picks another plan; 

The dears put powder 
On the face 

And go in search of man. 


Care may kill, as alleged, but don't-Care kills many 
more than care ever did-just over damages and 

deaths you know that were caused by Don t care Or care¬ 
lessness—^Amounting to the same thing and jou w 
agree. 
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CLEAN THE BACKYARD OF THE HEART 

Every once or twice a year 
One can hear the call, quite clear: 
“Clean the alleys, cut the weeds, 
Uproot dandelions and seeds. 

Rake the rubbish, burn the lot. 

Make the backyard lovely spot/' 

That's a dandy thing to do. 

Something that is healthful, too. 

And, I believe, the idea could 
Go much farther, if it would. 

Just for instance, things like this 
Surely would not be amiss; 

Periods should be set apart 
To clean backyards of the heart; 
Backyards, and the alleys, too. 

Should be fumigated through; 

Rout the rubbish lying there. 

Drive out evils from their lair; 

Cut the weeds of discontent— 

Make the clean-up time well spent. 

Such a clean-up would make shine 
Heart and soul of your, and mine. 

In our faces, through our eyes. 

And bring peace, too, I surmise! 


DO IT NOW 

If you are thinking of securing a divorce from your 
stomach, or from any other part of your system you should 
do it now, according to a Jacksonville surgeon who advises 
everybody contemplating having a surgical operation per¬ 
formed to '^select the summertime because the rush is not 
so great." In Jacksonville, apparently, surgical operations 
are mere matters of choice, and you select your own time, 
too. 
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NO ANCIENT HUMAN WONDER HAD ANYTHING 
ON US 

The old days and times may be all that is claimed for 
them, but they were not such a much as that compared 
with our day and time. Solomon had a thousand wives, 
but he never tasted an ice cream soda, and if he were 
living around here now, he would be arrested for bigamy, 
or committed to that institution just outside of Upper 
Alton where folks who have rooms to rent in the upper 
story are given shelter and care. 

Julius Caesar was some punkins, of course, but he never 
tasted a hot tamale, rode in an airplane or a battle tank, 
and never mingled with sensations caused by the kicks 
of white mules, and he wouldn't have known an orange 
ice if he had met it in the road. 

Horace was a great poet in his day, perhaps, and for a 
day or two afterwards, but he never rode a motorcycle 
when eloping with a maid, and he never saw a rose by any 
other name that smelled as sweet as any United States 
rose, and he never wrote anything as popular as the 
following written by a common, everyday United Stater: 

"I'm making no claims as a poet; 

I'm a truthful guy, 'though I will say. 

And the man who wrote Annabelle Rooney 
Should be made to commit felo de se.” 


CLOSE TO THE EDGE OF IT RIGHT NOW 

“How fur off yo' reckon hell is?" asked one colored man 
of another on Fourth street. "How ole is you?" was the 
questioning answer. “I'se sixty-fo'; wha' fo' you want to 
know?" "Well," said the party of the second part, we en 
you all wuz horned into dis worl, hell was jest sixty-fo 
years off, and ef you ain't in sight of it right now, it 'taint 
yo' alls fault; no sah, it sure 'taint. Dat's all I'se got to 
speechify." And it was. 
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GET THE TOBACCO HABIT 

In spite of what doctors, scientists, grouches, reformers 
and other antis may say, tobacco is a humanizing agent. 
The user of tobacco in some way has^^the cockles of his 
heart loosened up, becomes friendly, chummy, democratic 
and almost human, no matter what he may have been 
before. Users of tobacco are active agents working to 
make the world safe for democracy, and in all parts of 
the world, tobacco comes nearer being the cause of de¬ 
mocracy than any other agent on earth. No smoker will 
refuse another enough tobacco for the “makings” or for 
his pipe, and no tobacco chewer ever refused, even the 
rankest stranger, a chew of tobacco, if asked for it. 
Tobacco and the matches to light it are almost free 
articles the world over, and nothing strange is thought of 
the person asking for the makings or for a chew. If 
people would share everything, good will included, as 
freely and cheerfully as tobacco users share the weed and 
matches, this world would become a paradise. 


THE DEAR, SWEET GIRLS 

“Dick didn’t blow his brains out as you thought he would 
when you rejected him; he came to our house and proposed 
to me,” said gushing Gertie. “Oh, he did?” queried Acid 
Alice. “Then he must have gotten rid of them some other 
way,” she added. 


HARDLY—SCARCELY 

“Did that caller of your kiss you last night?” asked the 
mother of Miss Belle Street. “Now, Maw dear, you don’t 
imagine he drove all the way over from Edwardsville 
just to hear me sing, do you honey?” And “Maw” just 
ignored both questions and declined to commit herself. 
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. THE “DOCTOR” AND THE PATIENT 

“Let me kiss those tears away,” said Hamilton Lane to 
Miss Belle Street last evening, and she fell into his arms 
after he begged a couple of times more, and for a few 
niinutes he was very busy. And yet the tears flowed on. 
“Can nothing stop them?” he asked solicitiously. “No, I 
think not,” she said. “You see, my little sister stuck her 
finger in my eye a few minutes before you came, but 
please go on with the treatment.” And that’s what he did. 


IS THERE A SECOND? 

It is moved that the names of the latter day 
Styles of women’s abbreviated skirts 
And see-more shirt waists be 
Changed to “Show Me” apparel. 

The wearers apparently are of the 
Opinion that everybody is from 
Missouri and must be shown. 


GET BUSY, YE INVENTORS 

The man or woman who can first discover a process 
whereby the tons and tons of hair cut annually lodq. the 
heads of humans, can be grafted so that the hair will 
grow on the bald heads of others, is the pers^ who will 
be permanently residing on the sunny side of Easy street. 
There should be some way found to utilize all the fine 
hair cut during a season from hirsute heafis, and cause it 
to grow on bald heads. Crusher dust and glu® might be 
■worked together some way; that is, if crusher dust fer¬ 
tilizes and makes roots to grow. The &lue would keep 
their hair on the head until the roots of the natural hair 
had been pulmotored by the crusher dust. Then every¬ 
thing could get together and stay there. 
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BURROUGHS' PHILOSOPHY 

.John Burroughs, the famous naturalist who died recently, 
while in a philosophical mood just prior to his death, wrote 
these words: “I have never had much money, but I have 
always enjoyed the things at hand. I have become so 
familiar with the face of nature that it is as the face of 
an old friend and I know and love it in every mood. My 
years have been full of joy, but they have been years of 
simplicity and economy. I have never sated myself with 
anything and the bloom is still on my life. I have kept 
young because I have kept free from worldly and selfish 
ambitions. If I had been miserly and grasping, I would 
have been old and unhappy long ago. There is nothing 
like love to keep you young—love for your fellowman and 
nature and love is nature’s final law. Someone once 
asked me how I kept so young and I answered that I had 
been born young and had never thrown my youth away.” 


ANOTHER SEX DIFFERENCE 

When a woman is fat, she isn’t; she is merely stout, 
plump or well rounded. When a man is fat, he is fat, 
dern him, and that is all there is to it. 


THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE 

A young soldier in 1918 met a young woman in New 
York state in the town of FRIENDSHIP and they formed 
an attachment for each other. Her home was in Kissimee, 
Fla., and she was doing Red Cross work; his home was 
in LOVE, state of Virginia. They corresponded and in 
1919 met again in RING, Ark., after he had been dis¬ 
charged at Camp Pike, and they went from there to 
PARSON, Ky., where they were married at the home of 
an aunt of the bride. They are now living happily at 
HOME, Pa. Can you beat it? 


S T RAY SCRAPS 


57 


PREPARE TO SHED THEM—NOW 

The model American, that is, the United States American 
—of the future, and the %ry near future, at that—will be, 
must be, whiskerless. That is the edict of the model 
makers. There must be no whiskers, no galways, no 
goatees, no chin, side or front whiskers, and this means, 
also, that even the Charley Chaplin eyebrow-mustaches 
must go. The barbers do not care how soon these model 
men start modeling, either. 


HOW TO KEEP THAT GOOD COOK OR MAID 

It was at a small but select 
Dinner party in this city and 
When assimilating time had arrived 
The lady of the house turning 
To her husband, said in a 
• Rather loud tone: “Dear, will 
You please ring the bell and 
Tell the SOCIAL SECRETARY to serve 
Dinner?” And after a time she 
Answered the looks of surprise 
On the faces of her guests by saying: 

“She is not a secretary, you 
Know, but she is a dandy cook 
And fine maid, and it pleases 
Her SO MUCH to be addressed as 
A social secretary.” 


PITY THE POOR MALE 

Just take notice and you will 
lowing is a “true bill.” A man in a dry goods stoie or a 
millinerv shot) always feels embarrassed, and looks it, 
SuS but a%oman in a men’s clothing store, NEVER 
looks embarrassed and NEVER is embarrassed. 
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THE SUNDAY OUTING AND THE CHIGGERS' INNING 

Scratch, brothers, scratch, and sisters, fair. 

Scratch for the chiggers are everywhere; 

'‘Where did we get ’em?’* 

Don’t mind that. 

You know that you have ’em— 

Scratch where they’re at! 

You may scratch all day and scratch all night 
And they will continue to dig and bite; 

Salt ’em down with bacon rind 
They’ll laugh at you for being kind; 

Cover your skin with lard and fat— 

But just keep scratching where they’re at! 

After awhile they’ll reach the bone, 

Tunnel north and make you groan; 

Eat your flesh and drink your blood. 

Chew the “cures” like cows the cud; 

Make you cry out “ouch” and “scat”— 

But you keep scratching where they’re at! 


STAR OF HOPE ALMOST AS BIG AS THE SUN 

Cheer up! Chicago has opened war on the wiggle and 
wobble, shimmy and shook dances, and is winning the war. 
When Chicago becomes an impassioned worker in the 
cause of decency, there is hope for the world—lots of it— 
for Chicago has long borne the name of being so wicked, 
that it was believed to be the Training School for Hades! 


BOTH ARE RIGHT? 

“You have to be pretty smooth these days and times to 
get to the top,” said Peter. “Yes, and you will be pretty 
smooth on top, too, before you get there,” said Paul. 
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A DEFENSE OF ADAM 

Throughout the country at regular intervals contribu¬ 
tions by pessimists are being printed, all being knocks 
at Adam, and all blaming him as being the cause of all 
the “ills flesh is heir to;” all the griefs, bugs. Insect pests, 
hardships, etc., burdening the world, and it is time this 
practice of knocking Adam were stopped for keeps, and 
the blame placed where it really belongs. When Adam 
lost his dress of oak leaves, or one leaf, as the case may 
be, and was exiled from Paradise, and all the sweets of 
that place, he paid the price of his disobedience. He did 
not disobey first either; he was vamped into doing so, if 
history tells the truth, and no reliable historian (with an 
accent on the lie) has, to date, told anything different. 
Adam had a tough life, anyway, and was deprived of many 
joys and pleasures of life. He never had a happy care¬ 
free childhood; never knew the sheer fun as a baby, that 
most babies have in making dad walk the floor at night, 
nor the ecstacy a baby feels in pretending to have a case 
or two of colic in its interior department, and yelling in 
a tone of voice calculated to make the blood in the veins 
of the parents turn cold, and fills the neighbors with 
astonishment and ire at the same time. Adam never knew 
the delights of the radio, the gin-fizz, Tom and Jerry’s 
warm comfort, or the snugness of the decoction called egg¬ 
nog; never knew the pleasure of an ice cream sundae, or 
any other day; never experienced the thrills given by a. 
Tin Lizzie or a limousine; never saw a movie, except the 
one in which he and Eve were the star actors in hiking 
from the Garden of Eden; never owned a baby rattle or a 
pair of red-topped boots; or a drum; never stubbed his 
toes or acquired a job lot of stone bruises; never went 
fishing or played hookey or smoked corn silk or played 
marbles for keeps; never had any fun with the sissy boy 
who moved into the neighborhood. He missed all of 
these delights for he came on to the earth full grown, and 
even then had a rib taken out of him while he was asleep, 
said rib being used to form the woman, who, later, caused 
all his troubles. Eve, however, was no “new” woman, 
new as she was, and after troubles piled upon him, she 
stuck, and tried to make up to him, afterwards, until 
death, for all past indiscretions. Adam never could throw 
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out his chest and boast about his ancestors, either, for 
Adam never had *em, and all in all he was in a class of 
loneliness that must have been something fierce. The 
worst sin Adam and Eve committed, at least after being 
ejected from the garden, was being the ancestors of 
Noah. This Noah person is the lad who is responsible 
for all the gnats, chiggers, alligators, snakes, wolves, house¬ 
flies, horseflies, sandflies, screwworms, stingarees, fleas, 
lizards, polecats, germs, microbes, bacillus, etc., for if ho 
had not taken a pair of each on to the ark when he started 
on that historic voyage of his, they would have all been 
killed, and that would have settled millions of future ills 
by making them impossible. He not only took them with 
mm on the ark, but he nurtured them and coddled them 
during the trip, and at the end turned them loose on the 
world to go forth and multiply. And as multipliers all of 
the pests have been wonders, and are to this day. Noah, 
not Adam, is the guilty party, and it is high time the 
world began recognizing that fact. 


UNCLE SAM DOESN’T WANT YOUR INCOME TAX, IF— 

You spend your surplus for charity or for children. He 
is a booster for charity and every dollar you give for the 
suffering poor is exempted by him from taxation. He is 
against race suicide also, and to boost the cause of chil¬ 
dren, he exempts the heads of families. The more chil¬ 
dren, the greater the exemption. If charity begins at home 
and stays there, as it too often does, there is no income 
tax exemption. It is a wonder that some of these very 
large income earning (or at least getting) people who 
hate to pay income taxes to Uncle Sam, but who have to 
come across j'ust the same, do not give more liberally to 
charity; that should warm the cockles of their hearts. 
If you want to beat the income tax, get married and have 
the stork visit the house every so often, or give “till it 
hurts” to some worthy charity. That will please your 
Uncle Sam almost as much if not quite as much as if 
you paid the tax to his collectors. 
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THE BONUS AND THE PROFITEERS 

The men who made their millions 
Of profits in the war. 

Are fighting soldiers’ bonus now, 

What Shylocks soldiers are! 

The men who made their millions. 

Reside in gilded halls; 

The boys who died for Freedom, 

“Reside” ’tween earthen walls, 

’Tween earthen walls, in foreign soil. 

But hell, man, who should care? 

Somebody had to die to win 
For us our profits fair! 

The statesmen down at Washington, 
Controlled by profiteers. 

Are shedding tears for wounded hoys 
Or giving them three cheers. 

The tears and cheers of congressmen. 

Are what the wounded need; 

First aid, you know, to gassed-out lungs. 

To missing legs give speed. 

God help you, brave young gentlemen. 

Who gladly, unafraid. 

Gave of your best for human kind; 

The solons think you’re paid. 

Loan billions to the Allies, 

And mortgage heart and soul. 

We’ll get the interest by and by. 

And keep our purses whole; 

Loan billions to the Allies, 

Don’t give the soldiers heed. 

We paid them, dern them, while they served 
Their country, and our greed! 

The men who made their millions 
Ride chaise or limousine; 

The lads who fought for Uncle Sam 
On crutches may be seen. 

Financial crutches hobble some 
Wliose need of help is great; 

While wooden crutches others help 
To keep an upright gait. 
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GOOD BYE, H. C. OF L. 

Met Slim Diet last night, and there was a bunch of 
other fellows present, and all were listening to him tell 
how to knock out old Hi Cost O' Living, and make him 
take the count. This blow of Slim Diet's is a kind that 
makes all other blows ever received by H. C. of L. appear 
to be mere love taps, and if adopted by everybody would 
soon cause food prices to tumble as rapidly as the earth- 
Quake made San Francisco, Cal., go to pieces a few years 
ago. He saya to eat about a nickel’s worth of alum once 
a week and that will draw up your stomach so that it will 
require but food enough to satisfy a humming bird to fill 
it. If you have a stomach like an ostrich, he says eat 
10 cents worth of alum every week and that will do the 
business. A couple of drinks of buttermilk daily will 
satisfy you and with a few pennies worth of bread and 
meat will keep you find and fit. ‘‘What kind of a stunt 
will buttermilk and alum pull off in a feller's stomach?” 
asked Iva Paine. ‘‘Pine, just fine,” responded Slim Diet 
enthusiastically. “They no sooner meet than they begin 
scrapping, and the rounds never stop until the milk is 
curdled or something, and a fellow has as good a spell of 
acute indigestion, or stomach disturbance, as a full meal 
of the richest viands ever gave an epicure. Your imagina¬ 
tion, if in working order, will cause you to think that 
every day is banquet day with you, and you have all the 
symptoms of a high liver except the gout.” He concluded 
by saying that as a money saver in the matter of eating, 
alum has all other agents backed into the river and 
gasping for breath. 


MOST PEOPLE ARE COOL 

I have known hundreds of people, many of them in 
hours of danger and possible harm, and I do not believe 
there is a person alive who is not cool in the face of 
extreme danger—they all have cool (or cold) feet, if 
nothing else. 
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TO REVEREND JOSEPH MECKEL 

(Pastor of St. Mary's Church, in honor of the fiftieth 
anniversary of his ordination.) 

Dear Father Meckel, Father Time 
Has helped you make your life sublime. 

And in the passing years brought true 
The best ambitions born with you. 

No one can measure fair or right 
The vict'ries you've won in the fight 
Since half a hundred years ago. 

You stood equipped as Satan's foe. 

A snowball, resting on a mound, 

In melting, ran on arid ground. 

And carried with it seeds of good. 

Which grew at once, as good seeds should. 

At harvest time, they filled the bin, 

And then were sown once more again. 

Time after time, this thirsty ground 
With good things only, did abound. 

And so with you, we’ll never know 
'Till we have left this sphere below 
How much of good and joy you've wrought 
By deeds you’ve done or doctrines taught; 

How oft you’ve braced to try again, 

Some erring John or Magdalen; 

How often you’ve put sin to rout 
By seeds of good you caused to sprout; 

How white you’ve made some souls in pain 
That crimson were with guilty stain; 

The sorrow laden, often you 
Relieved of all their burdens too; 

And sticking closely to the path 
Of RIGHTEOUSNESS, you’ve earned the wrath 
Of Lucifer and all his crew, 

WTio, if they could, would scramble you. 

TTie evil men do, so 'tis said. 

Lives after they are long time dead; 

Perhaps 'tis so, but if 'tis true. 

Then GOOD that men do, liveth too; 

And by this token, your life will 
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Long after heart and lips are still 
Be helping souls the light to see 
To help them from Gethsemane. 

On this, your Golden Jubilee, 

Accept this greeting, please, from me; 
Congratulations are in line. 

And many others share in mine; 

Here's praying. Father, that your smile 
And kindly counsel bide awhile— 

A long, long while with us below. 

Before the angels whisper low 

That your reward awaits above 

Where LOVE is GOD and GOD is LOVE. 


ARMISTICE DAY 

You remember, oh parents, the joy of the day 
When the nations decided their slaughter to stay; 

'Twas some years ago on November eleven 

When you felt God had opened the wide gates of Heaven, 

And disciples of peace and angels of joys 

Trooped down to congratulate you and your boys! 

You had long been in valleys of grief and despair. 

Had dreamed of Earth's tremors with bombs from the air. 
Had gone to your couches to tumble and roll 
Grief-stricken of heart and anguished of soul. 

Then Armistice Day! And fears flew away. 

And all of us joined in an orgy of play; 

When dignifled people came down to the earth 
And helped the undignifled revels and mirth. 

Oh, Lord, if Thou wilt, drive our troubles away 
Once again as Thou didst on that Armistice Day, 

And make us all brothers and sisters once more 

As we were when the cannons and bombs ceased to roar. 


NOT A-TALL 

It is not necessary to be an aviator and have an aero¬ 
plane in order to spend your honeymoon “in the clouds." 
Any bridegroom will substantiate this after he gets down 
to the earth again. 
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BE A GLOOM CHASER 

Societies have recently been formed in the South and 
Middle West under the somewhat formidable name of 
“Noble Order of Gloom Chasers." The organization was 
first started among the employees of Industrial plants, 
wholesale and retail houses and those engaged in clerical 
work, but the movement has now spread until it embraces 
almost every line of endeavor. 

The object is to preach optimism at all times. The dues, 
it is stated, are “one smile a day," and each member is 
required to take the following obligation: 

“I smilingly agree to support actively, the constitution 
and by-laws, the purpose and intent of the Noble Order 
of Gloom Chasers, in letter and spirit, until gloom is 
vanished. Old Man Gloom shall never enter my office or 
Workroom again, so help me. Gloom Chasers. I am a 
Gloom Chaser until death do us part.” 

It is a great thing to be a chaser of gloom. There can 
be no greater ambition than to make people happy. There 
is too much that is drab and doleful and melancholy in 
this world, at the present time. There are too many heart¬ 
aches and streaming eyes and pitiful faces and thin, plead¬ 
ing hands. There are too many people who, for some 
unaccountable reason, make it their business to spread 
the thought of gloom and melancholy among their fellow 
beings instead of letting in the sunshine. The Noble Order 
of Gloom Chasers is a great institution, and its rapid 
spread throughout the country is an indication that the 
people want sunshine instead of gloom. 

But you do not have to be a member of the N. O. G. C. 
to be a gloom chaser. Whether you belong to that organi¬ 
zation or not, you can do your share to help push the 
clouds away. Everyone can get up in the morning with a 
smile which not only will radiate throughout the day to 
their own good, but to the benefit of all those they meet. 

“Mirth is God's medicine," says a noted writer. “Every¬ 
body ought to bathe in it. Grim care, moroseness, anxiety, 
all the rust of life, ought to be scoured off by the oil of 
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mirth. It is better than emery. Every man ought to rub 
himself with it. A man without mirth is like a wagon 
without springs, but a man who laughs and causes others 
to laugh, even though the days are dark, and the causes for 
laughter are few, is like a chariot with springs in which 
one may ride over the rough roads and feel nothing but a 
pleasant motion.” 

The man or men who originated the N. O. G. C. are 
public benefactors. If there is such an order in town, by 
all means join it. If there isn’t, start one, and if you 
cannot find enough people who would like to look upon 
the bright side of things instead of the dark, just appoint 
yourself the official Gloom Chaser of your locality, and 
begin today to push the clouds away. 


STUNGI YES, rUL SAY SO 

The conductor was at the front end of the car, tem¬ 
porarily, and he shouted: “All right back there?” “No, 
no, hold on,” came a feminine voice, “wait till I get my 
clothes on.” Everybody on the car turned expectantly 
and rather eagerly, and then a woman boarded the car 
with a basket of laundry she was going to deliver to 
somebody. 


SQUEEZED MORE TIMES THAN THAT 

HE and SHE were seated in the lawn swing on Wash¬ 
ington avenue, and during a lull in the conversation, and 
because it was not dark enough for anything more fervid, 
he picked up a paper and said: “I see here where it is said 
that grapes used for making champagne are squeezed six 
times during the process.” “Gee!” she exclaimed, “I ought 
to turn into the very best kind of champagne, oughtn’t I, 
dearie? Being squeezed just six times isn't much of a 
record,” she concluded. 
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YOUTH AND AGE 

‘■It is great to be young,” say the sages, 

And surely, the sages are right, 

Eife’s Book with its joyous-youth pages, - 
^“ should contain all that’s happy and bright. 

It is great to be young well I know it, 

But middle age, too, has its bliss, 

And Old Age, most truly, will show it. 

In ways other Ages must miss. 

Old Age, 'though should also be merry, 

Instead of disturbing or sad, 

Wot daily, it nears to the Ferry 

That takes us to realms that are glad. 

It is not the end, but beginning; 

'Tis easing the sting of lifes ppn, 

’Tis the ending of sorrow and sighing. 

The beginning of Happiness reign. 

Vnii have seen how the Sun when he’s sinking 
After long hours of labor are through 
Is smmng more brightly. I’m thinking 
^ Ts if sure, hours of blackness are few. 

The face of the Sun when ke’s dying. 

Or sinking away out of sight. 

If oft flushed with joy, as if spying 

Clear daylight ahead, ’stead of night. 

To joyous arise, OVER 
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THE SPIRIT IMMORTAL 

my should not the spirit of mortal be proud? 
iis God-like, immortal, and with never a shroud: 

Tj +inhabits with the dust soon will lie, 
^ut the spirit continues its way to the High. 

Tis the one thing eternal to humans allowed, 

•NT * possession which should make us proud. 
Not the pride of the man who has power or pelf, 
But pride that the Maker has given Himself- 
Has given Himself in that attribute which 
In the final analysis makes us all rich. 

The spirit if deathless; it shall carry on, 

perfection are practically one; 
mu X gracious Creator Himseirs satisfied 
^mu^ spirit is fit in His home to abide, 
mu the sceptre has borne, 

The brow of the priest that the mitre hath worn; 
The eye of the sage and the heart of thei brave 

depths of the grave.'' 

But the spirit of none of them rests in a tomb. 

But IS free from the worries of life and its gloom 
And never a spirit is 'cased in a shroud— 

Why should not the spirit of mortal be proud? 


'COURSE MODERN GIRLS ARE MODEST 

It is very probable that modern 
Girls are every bit as modest 
As any girls among the Old Timers, 
But the modern girls do not see 
Any sense in blushing occasionally 
As the Old Time girls did, 

^en they can buy a PERMANENT 
Blush at any drug store or 
Beauty parlor for a few cents. 

R isn't immodesty that makes 
The difference. It is good sense 
make-up 

Of the MODERN GIRL. 
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ADVANTAGE OF BEING POOR 

You can wear out your old duds. 

You're not bothered with formal callers. 

You don't get a raft of begging letters. 

You don’t have to live beyond your means. 

You aren’t kept awake by the help problem. 

You never worry lest your chauffeur is joy-riding in your 
new car. 

Finally, if you have a true friend, you are apt to find it 
out. 


WONDER WHY 

There is much talk about 
People being overworked; 
But why does not some one 
Get busy preparing a census 
Of over-loafers? 

Overloafing is a far worse 
Disease than over-working. 


AH, HA; CRIME'S CRADLE DISCOVERED! 

It is not beer, or booze, white mule or sorrel, cocaine 
or opium or chloroform; lust or love of finery; family 
troubles or poor cooking; short skirts or garaged ears; hard 
times or high cost of living or anything like that; which 
cause the crime wave. Lady Pointer, of London, England, 
says so, and that settles it. White ceilings cause the 
crime waves. People li© in bed and look up at them; 
then look at them again and again; and then get up fit “for 
treason, stratagems” and murder and proceed to pull off 
a murder or a holdup, or outrage of some kind. The moral 
is: Paint the ceilings of your bedchamber black or blue, 
or even olive and gray, and get rid of your criminal ten¬ 
dencies, microbes or bacilli. DO IT NOW! 


If you do not waste too much time dreaming about suc¬ 
cess, you are apt to win it sooner or later. 
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DRIVES AND THE DRIVEN 

The months may come, the months may go, 
Without the least endeavor. 

And tides may be ebb and tides may flow— 
But drives go on forever. 

Your bank may fail, your luck may pale. 

And fate your purse strings sever; 

Lost is your punch, queered is your hunch. 
But drives go on forever. 


BETWEEN OURSELVES 

If you're as good as I am. 

And I’m as good as you. 

We’ll always pick our words with care 
And make our actions fair and square; 
We’ll have to each be kind and true; 
Forget to say harsh things, we’ll rue; 
Forget some things that we may learn 
And chance to wound forever spurn— 
Remembering we’re weaklings, too— 
If you’re as good as I am, 

And I’m as good as you! 


IT IS COMING TO THIS 

Pretty soon it will be necessary for the owner of an 
automobile to employ an auditor or a bookkeeper to keep 
track of the numerous licenses and insurance premiums 
he has to pay, or pay for, in order to enjoy the use of his 
car. There is the personal property tax, the city license, 
the state license, the chauffeur’s license, the gasoline tax 
or price, the insurance premiums, etc., and now the gov¬ 
ernment, through its able congressional financiers, is talk¬ 
ing of adding another flat rate tax of ten dollars for each 
car owned by anybody. 
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INDIAN SUMMER AND INDIAN SUMMER WOMEN 

Indian Summer is a woman, 

Wraith of queenly Hiawatha; 

Best of all there is in Indians; 

Best of good things in a woman; 

Gentleness and kindness ever; 

Smiles where sunbeams wreathe the features; 
Breaths that blow out life and incense. 

Bearing them on winds, caressing. 

So that human kind may share them; 

Human kind, and yes, all nature 
Shares in Indian Summer’s blessing. 

Standing on the bluff at Alton, 

At the western end of Prospect, 

When the sunlight’s on the waters— 

On the Mississippi’s waters. 

Just before Old Sol is hidden. 

You can see this Indian Woman, 

Indian woman they call Summer, 

Dancing on the sunlit waters; 

Laughing at you, throwing kisses, 

Kisses that are filled with blesses. 

Health and vigor in their make-up. 

Gladness that we feel when others 
Scatter joy that we can share in. 

You can see her in the distance 
With her silver haze as garment. 

As she murmurs you some message. 

Message that you know is fruitful 
Of the better things and blessed 
That Dame Nature in the telling 
Has this Indian to interpret. 

There are human women like her; 

Women who make summer lasting 
In the lives of all around them; 

Women who breathe kindness always. 

Women who stand off Old Winter, 

Winter of our discontent and sorrow, 

Women in whose faces, Heaven 
Has placed sunshine as a tonic. 
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Tonic which they share with others, 

With all others who surround them. 

Where there’s Indian Summer women, 
There’s a place that’s sure near heaven. 
And in truth, they’re loaned by heaven 
Just to work the good they’re doing. 

Loaned to mortal men and children; 

Loaned to world that’s sad afflicted. 
Loaned to make the doubting Thomas 
Cast those doubts away forever; 

See them melting in the sunlight 
Of the happiness these women, 

Indian Summer, human women 
Scatter broadcast ’mong their neighbors. 
Heaven bless you, Indian Summer 
And your human imitators, 

All the world is better for you 
And the hope you keep in blossom; 

And the gladness that you’re shedding, 

As the Night Sprites shed the dewdrops 
On a world that’s parched and burning! 


WHO REMEMBERS THE TIME WHEN— 

No home was considered properly furnished without a 
bootjack or two? These bootjacks were useful articles 
of furniture, too; they divorced tight boots from swollen 
feet, killed cats if the thrower’s aim was good and af¬ 
forded Mrs. Henry Peck a fine missile to use on Henry if 
the rolling pin or poker was absent without leave. 


THIS HOSPITAL SHOULD BE CROWDED 

A Springfield hospital conductor claims he can cure 
wives of bad temper, nagging habits and complaining dis¬ 
positions. He should have that place filled to the limit, 
and with a waiting list of four miles and a half long—is 
the opinion of Iva Grouch. 
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CONSIDER THE BIRDS 

Birds always manage to 
Build houses enough to protect 
All of them, and nobody ever 
Heard a winged bird complain 
Of shortage of materials or 
High prices of labor. 

’Cause why? They get busy and 
Do their own building. Perhaps 
The time may come when mortals 
Will imitate the birds. 


WHAT’S THE MATTER WITH KANSAS? 

What is the matter with Kansas? That’s what wed 
like to know; and why is the Kansas belle Passed bj^ by 
the measly Kansas beau? Here are the Peabody girls 
en masse, pleading for mates and men from among the 
males of the Sunflower class, who answer, Nix, nix, and 
grin. What has gone wrong with the Kansas male, that 
he hunts for a Swedish wife? Or asks that a woman be 
sent by mail whom he can acquire for life. Say, ^ 
Kansas girl is sweet—honey and sugar and dew, with 
rose gardens blooming on each of her cheeks, and an eye 
that irroguish, but true. Yenevive Yonson may know 
how to scrub how to wash and to bake and to stew. But, 
what if she does*^ If it’s cooked a la Swede, it will soon 

m^e a funeral due. What is there V^'nl^pSl^thf hoo^^^ 
girl? With Stella and Sally and Sue? Has ^ . 

worm? And Jennie a grouch? And 
a shrew? What is the matter with Kansas. For one 
thing, there is some of her men, who 
midgets while morally, monstrously thin. Take the 
Sy Bend case of girl tarring: ’Tis a she wasn t ^ 
Swede There would have been carving and scarring, and 

^vho cannot see 

exS fin“ goods fn’^thelirls of their alkali prairies, their 
plains and their cyclone-swept woods. 
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THE GROUND HOG 

On February 2nd 'tis the ground hog hikes from bed, 
and wanders ’round its old backyard to see if Winter’s 
dead. If Nature looks quite gloomy and cloudy is the sky, 
the woodchuck smiles with fiendish glee—he knows the 
funeral’s nigh. But if Nature looks as happy as Nature 
ought to be, the woodchuck grunts displeasingly, its 
shadow for to see; and hastens back into the hole from 
which it just had crawled, pulls down the blinds and shuts 
the door, and on the floor lies sprawled; for six long weeks 
or more until Miss Spring arrives to cure old Winter of 
his cold and aches, and sends him north for sure. The 
ground hog is just like some men; they see things that 
are not. And often best of gifts, in fact, to them are 
only rot. Don’t fret, ’cause woodchuck hates the light and 
hustles back to gloom. Ungrounded fears alone, it is make 
life a living tomb. Nature has troubles of her own; let 
Nature storm awhile, and she’ll enrich us all the more 
when snow and sleet storms have passed o’er, and spring 
and summer smile. 


SOUNDS REASONABLE 

Guess that scientist who says Americans are growing 
taller and taller, is right. They should; they are getting 
their legs pulled so often and so hard that elongation is 
bound to follow. 


NO CONSISTENCY 

M.en who are always kicking, complaining and grouching 
about women and the expanse of woman exposed by the 
ress she wears, calls her naked, etc., are certainly not 
ery reasonable. Don’t they use their naked eyes to see 
ose women? Why shouldn’t a woman’s wishbone have 
good a right to be naked as has his naked eye? 
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NIGHT AIR IS HEALTH PROMOTER 

As proof that night air 
Is not the dangerous thing 
To health, it has been said 
To be, take the case of John 
Barleycorn. He was practically 
Dead until night air and - 
‘‘Moonshine” pulmotored him and 
Put the old rascal back in the 
Running. 


GET THE HABIT 

The bull frog’s on the jump, they say— 
The same is true about the rabbit; 

The camel humps himself all day; 

Be wise, young man, and get the habit. 


ABAS THE DOVE OF PEACE 

Iva Grouch: “It is a good thing there is no dove of 
peace in Europe, because if there were, European countries 
would start a drive in this country for a million dollars or 
so with which to buy bird seed for the dove. That, or 
Congress would appropriate a million for the purpose. 
The needs of all European countries appear to get con¬ 
sideration over the needs of our country anyway.” 


BRIGHT OUTLOOK FOR FUTURE APPLE PICKERS 

A New York scientist declares that all humans will be 
eleven feet in height in 25,000 years. Growers of apples 
in Calhoun and other nearby counties, and growers in the 
Ozarks, should make a contract with that scientist at once 
for apple pickers. The use of ladders can he discarded. 
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IN FLANDERS FIELDS 
November, 1918 

Prom Flanders fields the foes have fied, 
Or 'tween the crosses lie their dead, 
And ghastly faces, row on row, 

'Gainst poppy’s crimson colors show. 
We’ve kept the faith, oh valiant dead, 
We’ve followed fast, the way you led— 
On foot, in tanks and overhead— 

Nor stopped to parley with the foe 
In Flanders fields. 

You are not dead; your bodies He 
In Flanders fields, but up on high, 

The spirits of you, glorified. 

Have found eternal rest, beside 
That OTHER ONE, who, like you, gave 
HIS life, an anguished world to save— 
You live where honor has no grave— 
Although your bodies now abide 
In Flanders fields. 


LISTEN TO MY TALE OF WOE 

I had a dream the other night 
When everything was still; 

I dreamed that you could purchase shoes 
For one five-dollar bill. 

I dreamed there were a million stores 
Where sugar could be found. 

And grocers glad to sell the stuff 
For anything a pound. 

I dreamed that bacon was reduced 
And eggs no longer high, 

That new potatoes were not sold 
For twenty cents an eye. 

I dreamed that silk socks were so cheap 
Twelve pairs I could afford; 

I woke—and found that I was in 
The psychopathic ward. 

—^Ward 23, Room 13, Just East of Upper Alton. 
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GETTING RESULTS 

-niicfv -Rnadq and Weary Willie met near the water 
tank below the Son Station and began talking of the 
hard times hitting them. Dusty was profane and vicious 
fn his remark about hard-hearted houseke^ers hut 
Weary Willie was feeling fine and said so. Finally he 
S Du^ty of a new scheme whereby panhandlers could 
almost get results. “Don’t beg for something to eat and 
don’t ask for money for yourself,” he advised. 

’pm vou are collecting for the heathen or the Par East- 
emers, or earthquake sufferers in Italy, ” for the starving 
Russians, and you’ll get something Jh® ®hape of com. 
nearly every time. The farther away from the kouse 
keeper you are soliciting, the suffering 

help are located, the better success you will have. Chanty 
quit beginning at home long ago.” 


WOULD ACQUIT EITHER 

No man after viewing the hundreds of beautiful, 
amiable, delightful, gentle and women and giris 

who inhabit Illinois, can ever f tertain any but the 
highest respect for the 3 udgment and the Pi^otme or 
King Solomon and Brigham Young, in ^-m 

accumulating wives. And if placed on a jury 

«^nlomon or Brigham were being tried, the average 

Sin JS voVto acW h.«. or would bans tb. i.ry, 

instead of hanging either of the defendants. 


highly favored 

Dealers have been asking $500 more for a skunk skin 

Closely With it, but as soon as the critter is dead, tney 
begin fighting for its hide.__ 


I’LL SAY YOU CAN 

They say that South of the Suez, is where one can get 
a m%t, but I’ll tell you this, in secret, you can get one 
here, and FIRST. 
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HAMBURG, CALHOUN COUNTY, ILLINOIS 

The man who laid out the town of Hamburg in that 
county must have been a bird—an airman. The town ifi 
on the top of a very steep hill or young mountain, and 
only a bird or a birdman could have reached the heights, 
when the place was started. The climb up the hill is not 
easy now. It was named Hamburg, probably because if a 
man, woman or child fell off the top of the town site, he, 
she or it would be hamburger steak soon after reaching 
the bottom. It is one of the best places for defense in 
Illinois, or would be if the natives had some cannon, 
machine guns, and other death-dealing weapons up there. 
No army could ever reach the summit alive he thinks. 
Now that the kingdom is to have a spur of the C. & A. 
penetrate it, the Hamburgers may chirk up a bit and add 
an elevator or two to the town's assets, and go up and 
down in modern style, and with more or less comfort. 
There will be no trouble about putting in elevators unless 
it be the difficulty to get cable long enough to reach 
from the top to the bottom of the hill, as the sides of the 
hill are almost straight up and down. 

There are other towns and cities 
That will give you a real thrill; 

But they’re only pikers, b’lieve me. 

To this Hamburg on the hill. 

The ups and down of life, you’ll know 
By living there awhile. 

And what you think a rod or two 
Turns out to be a mile! 


GOOD THING EVE DIED EARLY 

It is the opinion of Lisping Loraine that if “dress critics 
and radical reformers of women’s garb had been around 
When Eve was on earth, they would have bothered her 
continuously until she swapped her fig leaf for a four- 

’ perhaps would have imprisoned her until 
she did just that.” 
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MY, BUT HUMANS ARE FULL OF HOLES! 

Did you know that your skin 

Has more than two billion 

Pores? Bet you didn’t. But some 

Fellow with nothing to do during 

This season of unemployment put 

Ifi some time counting ’em," and he 

KNOWS. He also discovered that IF 

These PORES were placed End to 

END, the WHOLE would make ONE 

PORE NINE MILES LONG, Now then, you have 

Learned something this day, if you 

Have read this. 


“EMINENT SPECIALIST” DON’T KNOW IT ALL 

Chicago— Flimsy garb of girls spells peril to the race, 
Dr Clara P. Seippel, eminent women’s specialist, has saiQ. 

The sturdiness of American womanhood is becoming 
extinct and a frail, scrawly species is in process of evolu¬ 
tion, the physician declared. 

Oh doctress, oh doctress, come down to our town._ 

^d gaze on the “frail, scrawny” girls that aboun ; 

Spe the fine* massive limbs moving, almost undrest, 
ifd abov^thTm unclothed the neck and the breast! 
Ask most Alton husbands how frail are their wives 
And toSniaugh at your wailing, old scrawny surmise; 
If the girls of today are scrawny and frail 
Good Night! For the future will make a man ciuail. 


It Is a base slander to say that a man never washes the 
u ^ fVio dav before his wife returns from her 
"oi ; « A m.n ».v« washes 'em at all. She 
luS ought to have something to do after vacationing. 
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YEAH; TEXAS HAS 'EM, COLONEL 

There's something down in Texas 
That no other place I find. 

—COL. SOL L. LONG. 

You bet there is sir, Colonel, I have felt the same quite 
oft, and I hope that it will stay there where the climate’s 
hard or soft. There is something down in Texas called 
the sand-fly, and, oh say! when it takes a liking to you, all 
ynur peace will fade away; you will taste of all the tortures 
that the flesh can heir, by spells, and you’ll feel that little 
gimlets, through your hide are sinking wells. There is 
something down in Texas—’tis the “screw-fly” called, I 
think, and the thing is filled with carving knives to put life 
on the blink. When the “screw-fly” makes a start to bore, 
down ^rough your flesh and gore, you soon see lights on 
River Styx and hear that river’s roar. 

There’s a something down in Texas that the Texans call 
a flea, and it grows to size of humming bird—and bigger, 
too, believe me. You can’t catch it with a bullet, cannot 
poison, cannot rope, it will get your flesh in great big gobs 
^en jeer at you and lope. There is something down in 
Texas called a “Norther,” and that’s queer, for the North¬ 
land doesn’t keep in stock, the measly buccaneer. The air 
is hot, and blazing sun—fries marrow in your bones, when 
all at once the “Norther” comes, straight from the frigid 
zones, and all the blood in you congeals; your marrow turns 
to snow and mercury slides down from top to many points 
below. 

A man stood up for Texas once, when some guy her 
fame would slaughter, and he said that she but needed 
“good society and water.” And answers came from o’er the 
State—from Dennison to Cadiz: “And that is all they want 
just now in blazing, hot old Hades.” 

Yep, there’s something down in Texas, that nowhere else 
on earth you’ll find, and you’ll pray it stay in Texas, when 
you leave that State behind. It “comes at you” in the 
dawning,” and at noon, and eke at night, and it leaves you 
after hard and futile fight. “In the mid- 
grasses,” sure seem loaded with the pest— 
gue^st cactus, you’re the banquet—it the 
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SHE MAY HAVE BEEN RIGHT, AT THAT 

Two ladies seated in a car were discussing a third—a 
Mrs. Malaprop, evidently—and one said: I had to laugh 
when she Lid me of the fine SPINAL stairway m her new 
home.” “Well,” giggled the other lady, “Maybe she was 
talking about her BACK stairs. _ 


OUR UNCHANGEABLE CLIMATE 

Sunday Sol was smiling fine 
Monday, air was balmy. 

Bees were flying both these days 
And everything was calmy. 
Tuesday, Sol forgot to smile 
Boreas was master 
And Frigidity, the while 

With wind went fast, and faster 
Perspiration from the nose— 

Call it that to please you— 

On its way was quickly froze— 
Chilblains ’gan to tease you. 
Sunday nice and fair and warm 
Monday was a beauty; 

Tuesday snowflakes tried to swaim 
And firing up a duty. 


IT PAYS TO BE CHARITABLE 

It 3 ®^hen*^you^till appi^ec^ate lIttle°generosity 

that we make -He made a mistake but it 

the fellow ® ^ heart.” Charity, like chickens, 

did not the same as criticisms. We usually 

“ivTaU K » “ 

pays. 
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THE HISTORIC ''BUCK INN” WELL 

They called him Jacob where he dwelt, 
Away back east near rising sun, 

And every night when work was done 
The wanderlust within he felt; 

His dreams prevented perfect rest 
And called him to the Golden West! 

They came so strong he could not sleep— 
The lightest work grew irksome then; 

No joy he saw in kith or kin 
And shallow cares grew ocean deep. 

He fretted, fumed and often swore 
As never he had sworn before! 

So Jacob did what could be done. 

He gathered up a great ox whip 
And powder horns put on each hip 
And drove towards the setting sun. 

And all day long did Jacob Strong 
Sing happily some blithesome song! 

He crossed the mountains, plains and streams 
Until he came to Alton town— 

And here his face lost all its frown— 

He found the country of his dreams! 

And here he lost his wild unrest. 

This blessed country of the West! 

He struck out from the water's edge 
On road laid out by deer or cow— 

^Twas then called State, as it is now— 

And filled with crooks and hills and ledge. 
But he cared not for rocks or hill. 

He knew them weaker than his will! 

'Twas laid out many years before. 

By band of cows or festive deer. 

That wore a pathway wide and clear 
Fr(^ forest depths to river's shore; 

with his load 

1111 it became a great State road! 
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He settled three miles north of town 
Where fields were green and forests deep, 
And he prepared a place to sleep 
Before the first day's sun went down. 

Two roads met where he chose to rest— 
One from the North, one from the West! 

He told his wife, “We’ll stop right here, 
And we will cultivate the ground. 

And we will build a fence around 
And make of it a home most dear.” 

And she, right happy too, I wot. 

Declared the place a beauty spot! 

And as he said, so it was done— 

The house was built in Thirty-Six 
The chimney was of mud and sticks, 

The doorway faced the rising sun! 

And, whistling, did Jacob Strong 
Work happily the whole day long! 

One day he killed a monstrous deer 
A deer with antlers long and wide. 

And these he left upon the hide. 

But burnished until shining clear. 

He told his wife “they'll advertise 
Our home to daft as well as wise.” 

Upon the wall he nailed the skin. 

And firmly fastened head and horn. 

Then turned and said, “this day is 
A famous spot we'll call “Buck Inn. 
"We'll feed and water man and beast. 
And got our living thus, at least. 

Then Jacob dug a wide, deep well— 

It filled with water cold and sweet, 

And hundreds halted for the treat 
He gave to all, but would not sell; 

And on the curb placed many gourds 
For use of all the thirsty hordes. 
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Who plants a tree or grows a vine 
For later peoples to enjoy. 

And mixes neither with alloy. 

Has left behind a god-like sign— 

Unselfishness like this is blest 
Long after he who gave's at rest. 

This well of Jacob Strong's did more 
Than vine or tree could ever do. 

It saved both beast and human, too— 

Dally at least a full four-score! 

And never a day did it go dry 
In all of the many years gone by! 

Ten hundred buckets or more a day 
It gave to the thirsty kine or man; 

Twas given in bucket, and trough and pan 
And no one athirst was turned away. 

Then hundreds of travelers coming in 
Hastened to get to the Old Buck Inn! 

The years now number seventy-six 
Since people slaked their thirst unbarred 
By hostile sign or watchful guard— 

And broken buckets the Strong's still fix. 

And free as the air the water is 
From the well of the Buck Inn oasis. 

The digger died in the long ago. 

But he left this living monument; 

With buckets of comfort yet unspent 
And free as the day he made it so. 

And Jacob Strong lived not in vain. 

In every bucket he lives again! 

The ‘‘Cup Law" of the Sucker State 
Caused cups and gourds to disappear; 

But the welcome bucket filled with cheer 
Remains to bless and satiate. 

And mortals lave both lips and chin 

As they drink from the well of the Old Buck Inn! 

—January, 1913. 
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JUST GUESSING, AREN’T YOU? 

A scientist, or something just as good, in Chicago, says 
that "women’s ankles are larger than they used to be. 
Just what do you know positively, Mr., about how large 
women's ankles used to be? Used to be women kept 
their ankles well covered and‘usually well hidden from 
the sight of man and I would like to know how you can 
qualify as an expert of ankle sizes in the “used to be. 
It does not require any brains—nothing but eyesight for 
anyone to tell the size of ankles at the present time. 


NO STRIKE EITHER 

The "Wages of Sin" 

Remain about the same as 
Before the war, but the folks 
Being paid these wages 
Are not kicking up any fuss 
About the matter. There are 
No strikes, no lockout 

And no Closed Door at the general meeting place 
IN HADES. 


AH! AH! AT LAST THE VILLAINS HAVE BEEN 

traced to their lair 

Bo vou know what produces a sallow complexion? No, 
of coursl noL hut it isn’t the liver, or lights, or heavies 

or anything like we have been TOE^ A 

and no Ma’am: it is a corn on the LEFT LITTLE TOE. A 
on the right little toe might make your complexion 
v^ro^rnnk but on the left little toe, only sallowness 
results Anyway, this is what a noted orthopedic of Cleve¬ 
land savs And he also tells what causes wrinkles. Bet 
you donT'kn^w that, either. Well here it is: “A broken 
foot arch causes wrinkles in the face. i 
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WHEN OUR SOLDIERS LEFT THE RHINE 

Our Johnny came marching home again--- 
Wallie and Wes and Joe and Jim, 

They are leaving behind them grief and pain— 
Clarence and Charley and Sam and Slim, 

Grief and pain with the conquered foe 
Who loved our boys for their gentle ways. 

Loved them and hated to see them go; 

Hated, without them, face future days. 

What greater honor can come than this— 
Winning the love of the men you fought. 
Winning their tears instead of the hiss. 

The vanquished, too, often their children taught? 
Every lad of the khaki-clad 
U. S. soldiers whoVe left the Rhine, 

Left behind him a memory, sad. 

But also a memory, sweet and fine. 

All ye people of Yankeeland, 

Here is a thing to make you proud; 

Winning that foe is a something, grand— 
Wrapping their hate in a burial shroud. 

If shooting a Mauser and killing a man 
Is reason enough for a D. S. Cross, 

The winning of thousands by peaceful plan 
With never a wound or a single loss. 

Should surely entitle these soldiers all 
To highest honors we have to give— 

In Rhineland, their going has left a pall. 

But here, at home, we should SEE THEY LIVE. 
Proud should we be of the work they wrought. 
Glad that our soldiers are kind, while strong— 
Gentle and kind, so the ones they fought 
Wept at their going and hushed all song. 
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WELL, WELL, LIVE AND LEARN 

A press dispatch from TJrbana says among other things 
that the “University of Illinois’ agricultural experiment 
station finds that corn is good for horses. 
year 1922 Anno Domini, and as far as can he learned 
through casual and hurried examination, the horse dis¬ 
covered that corn was good for him about the year 897 
B. C.. and if the Urbana experiment station is not given the 
horse laugh by the equines of today, and the hee-haws of 
mules of the century, over that belated discovery, then we 
miss our guess about the sense of humor of horses and 
hee-hawers. 


KISMET 

A bone, a stick and a hank of kair— 

I found all three in a sausage link; 

They wanted to make the , 

But they overdid it, I’m sure you 11 think. 
A stick, a bone and a hank of hair, 

How did they get there? I wonder yet, 
I paid for meat and it was unfair 

For lumber and bones and hair to get. 


SURSUM CORDAI 

That is an old Latin saying and deserves a place in 
_vp«? in every heart. It means lift up your 

every home-yes m every ^e-there probably 

better world than this, but you are in this world, 
‘at^ yof wm get to the other in ^ue time Have you no 
causJ to be happy, or contented or thanhf^^^^^ well 

before answering that. LH i ui" iv^uxv 


little brown jug 

wnp woe woe! You and me; little brown jug, you’ve 

lost your glee. rotten-bad. If I had a cow 

has changed to a°™eth ^ tt butcher treat 

rlugt In'ouTaw^S, it\eems to be, little brown 
jug, you’ve lost your glee! 
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IN THE GOOD OLD SUMMERTIME! 
Of bugs I sing, 

Of ants and gnats and crawly things, 
And flies and fleas and ticks, by jings— 
The Summertime’s old Insect Ring! 

Go to the wood, or to the bluff. 

You’ll soon And insect pests enough 
Where gnats and chiggers mobilize, 

And where King Hornet’s Pennant flies 

Land where the red ant hides! 

Land where the wasp abides! 

Woodland and bluff and dell— 

Go there for rest and—well 
Get the vile insect’s sting! 

Land where the hoot owl hoots! 

Land where the polecat shoots! 

And poison ivy clings; 

Where many people go 
So starving insect things 
May see the red blood flow— 

And fit, the victim flings— 

In Summertime! 


DIDJA? DIDJA? DIDJA7 

Did you ever see contrary beings 
As reformers usually are? ’Member 
How they denounced the habit of 
Wearing corsets, and affirmed 
That wearers of corsets were com- 
Mitting slow suicide? Sure you do. 

And now that corset wearing is not so 
General as heretofore, and corsets are 
Not worn at all at some dancing parties. 
These same reformers are proclaiming 
That the practice of not wearing 
Corsets is vicious, demoralizing, 
Pernicious to health and destruc- 
Tive of morals. 


Anyway prohibition is one-half of one per cent enforced. 
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ABOUT ''GETTING IN DUTCH" 

I’ve been thinking today. 

Of a land that’s far away, ^ .. 

Where the prize boob of the century s in retreat, 

’Tis a rather placid place, 

Peonled by a happy race, , . 

Who, each other, every morning kindly greet. 
And that saying; “You’re in Dutch, 

Seems to me does not mean mucn 

Of the had things or misfortune that they say; - 

Rather does it mean good luck 

As. when Wilhelm lost his pluck 

And cavorted into Holland there to stay. 

He’s been safe and peaceful since 
Doesn’t have to cry or wince, 

Just saws wood, and honeymoons and sich. 
And when he “got in Dutch’’ 

He escaped the Poincare dutch 

And is feeling mighty fine, and fit and rich. 

A “Dutch treat!’’ You’ve heard of that 

That just means, when all are at 

Banquet board, why, each one pays his ovn. 

If that custom had been here 

We would still be drinking beer 

And Volstead would be standing all alone. 


the great CHAUTAUQUA PERSIMMON KNOCKER 

Mr, Tin Vrastus you get it wrong when you tWnk the 
No, no, Erasrus, . „«Glled “Brine.’’ Brine is 

name of the sreat eyangelis ^ gryan is the liquid 
the liquid in which they pickle meat uryan 

formed by a union of ^ut®r and grape Jume 
pickle meat, but on occasion, it pickles man. 


OH, I DON’T KNOW 

low Against hitting a man with eyeglasses’” 
"Is tkere a law gam gyegiagses, 

asks a reader. There n expensive to be used in 

like everything el^e aie Besides, what’s the 

ISIS S “ »r Mt, » . Club o, something! 
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IT WOULD CERTAINLY BE A FITTING 
PUNISHMENT 

It would cure a lot of them 
If it could so be arranged 
That all grouches should be 
As bad off as they think they 
Are, or pretend to think they are. 

If it didn’t cure them any other 
Way, it would kill ’em, and 
Not being cats with nine lives, 

One killing would cause them to 
Stay dead, and not function any more. 


WANTS ALMOST THREE MILLION DOLLARS TO 
FIGHT TEREDOS 

Guess you musta have seen in the 
Papers where President Harding has 
Asked Congress to appropriate at 
Once, two million, pve hundred 
Thousand dollars to fight teredos, at 
Mare Island, California. 

That amount is for just one year’s 
Fighting. No, teredo is not a bull 
Fighter; it’s a worm 
And it eats wood. 

Congress will probably give these 
Millions to fight that worm, but 
Cannot find the money to give anything 
To the soldiers who fought and 
Defeated the European worms which were 
Rapidly destroying the world. It would 
Ruin the country to give the soldiers 
Compensation, but it helps the 
Country in a monetary way to give 
Mllions of dollars to do worm fighting. 
Shakespeare, you said it. 

And Barnum, you put the 
Birth rate a Uttle low. 
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THE GRIPPE 

You can’t feel very bright or fiip 
When you are wrestling with the grip; 

The scamp takes bones and cracks them sore. 
Then turns about and cracks some more; 

He tries his best to freeze the spine 
And knocks the liver out of line; 

If one cold wave is not enough. 

He’ll take some more and treat you rough; 
He treats your nose as ’twere a hose 
With water running though you’re froze. 
From top of head to tips of toes. 

Then for a change, he’ll make it hot. 

Your blood will boil as in a pot 
Will water boil, above a fire 
Which wants to be your funeral pyre. 

He’ll make you see things, will this grip, 
And seeing them you try to slip; 

Or run or hide, with DEMON FEAR 
A“breast with you—or very near. 

Last night I saw some crows at play 
And each one sang a roundelay; 

Around me, they would caw and flit. 

And now and then would peck a bit. 

Some at my nose; some at an eye. 

And wink and grin when off they’d fly. 

And yesterday, Sol shining bright, 

I saw something that spelled Good Night. 

It was a cow with horse’s head. 

Her body white, while tail was red; 

Her head, of course, was minus horns. 

Her feet appeared to be all corns; 

And when she switched that tail of red 
Straight to my face its ending sped. 

Her face would wrinkle up with glee 
Each time she switched that tail at me. 

But when to moo she did essay. 

The mooing ended in a neigh. 

Only a short time after that 
I was in a creek, upon a flat 
Boat or a raft, and in its side 
A big fish stuck its fin, to ride 
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Down toward the river, where we met 
A thousand dog fish, all a-fret; 

Each dog was barking vicious-ly 
And each was barking right at me. 

The big fish, with the mighty fin, 

Appeared to tell them drag me in 
And when they had me, limp and fiat, 

*Twas Jule Maus got me out of that. 

In other days when GRIP was due 
He could be stopped with proper stew— 

A stew of Taylor or Grand Dad 
Would put this villain, GRIP, in bad, 

But under this here Volstead rule 
You canT bluff Grip with a white mule. 

White mule is just a skunk, like he 
And causes death or mis-er-ee. 

But I wish Grip would scout around 
Until this Volstead man was found. 

And then would treat him like he has 
Been treating me, with dirge and jazz. 

The grippe is a traveler and explorer, and leaves no 
part of the human system unexplored or neglected, and is 
a most deceiving cuss. He allows the victim to kid him¬ 
self into believing that he has the grippe, when he 
hasnT; the grippe has him, and uses him as a cold storage 
plant, a fiery furnace, a bomb depository, and ache and 
pain manufacturing establishment, and water tank, river 
or ocean, according to how large a supply of water, the 
grippe thinks is necessary to make the victim bone-dry. 
The grippe is a Bolshevik, a Tartar, a Turk, an anar¬ 
chist, a bootlegger, an I. W. W. and an intoxicated chauf¬ 
feur running amuck; a shark, a stingaree, a crab, an 
octopus, a snapping turtle, and a copperhead snake; a 
skunk, a coyote, a wolf, a grizzly bear, and a boa con¬ 
strictor all in one. 


IT ALWAYS HAPPENS 

It nearly always happens that when a person gets 
obsessed with the idea that he or she is It, the condltian 
lasts but a short time, and then the person becomes but 
an Ex-it. 
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OLD SOL WAS WISE, AFTER ALL 

From an Ouija Boarder, the writer learns that Solomon’s 
reputation for wisdom was fairly earned. He had 1,000 
wives and that has always looked like a fool trick to most 
men with only one wife each, but the Old Man through 
the ouija board settles the matter thoroughly. The slogan: 
“Let the Women Do the Work,” originated with Solomon 
and he practiced it closely. His 1,000 wives worked like 
beavers and he copped the profits. He jollied each one 
occasionally, but of course had to do a lot of wholesale 
jollying, there was so many of them, and after each jolly, 
the women worked harder than ever. Only a wise guy 
knows how to induce 1,000 women to work for him and 
board themselves, but Solomon put it over and posterity 
has no business trying to rob him of the credit. Through 
the Ouija Board he said that he told this to one other 
person previous to this time, that other person being 
Brigham Young. The latter followed Solomon’s example 
as closely as possible, in the matter of acquiring wives, 
and Brigham also used the Solomon slogan: “Let the 
Women Do the Work.” As a result, he lived long and 
lived richly, and finally died wealthy, and lamented by his 
hundreds of wives and thousands of offspring. 


KNEW WHAT HOUSES TO VISIT 

It is being told that recently a “good talker” was given 
a list of names of residents to visit in an endeavor to in¬ 
duce the owners of the names to subscribe to a fund then 
being raised. Some days afterwards, one of the chief 
promoters of the fund met the solicitor alluded to above, 
and the latter was a little more than ‘‘three seas over 
“Man, man, where did you get that stuff and why. It is 

this way,” replied the solicitor, “them were good people 
with hearts and at every house I was urged to take a 
mtlP droD and I took it.” “That cannot be strictly true,” 
JeJuedThe main guy, “for I know that several of the per¬ 
sons whose names I gave you are teetotalers and would 
not have any whiskey in their houses.” “I am not dis- 
Suti4 that,” interrupted the solicitor, “but I did not visit 
aS of them teetotal people; I wrote letters to them.” 
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HOW TO WIN WORLD PEACE 

Fellow citizens, cheer up; the Ship of Peace is in the 
offing or can be induced to heave to in the offing, by 
pursuing the right policy now. Recently in St. Louis a 
traveler delivered an address and told about how he dis¬ 
covered Gilbert Islands, and also told of the many re¬ 
markable things which have their habitat there. He could 
not help discovering the islands, according to his story, 
because his ship was blown ashore there, after having 
been lost several days at sea, by an octoroon. 

No, it is not the kind of octoroon you have in mind; the 
kind you are thinking about blows a man's money, and 
blows him into the Port of Missing Men, instead of blow¬ 
ing ships to safety like this Gilbert Island octoroon. An 
octoroon is different from a simoon; very much so. It is 
caused by the wind blowing eight different directions at 
the same time, and you can imagine how well built is man 
or ship that is not torn apart when caught in the midst 
of an octoroon. 

But anyway this discoverer of the Gilbert Islands told 
of a fearful beast of prey on the islands, called a Wak- 
Wak. He could have added another wak to that if he 
had cared to do so, but what’s the use. This double bar¬ 
reled Wak-Wak is bad enough for all purposes. It Is a 
man-eater, and a beast-eater, but there is a bird in the 
island called the haitu-getu or something like that, and this 
hate-you get-you bird slaughters may Wak-Waks on oc¬ 
casion. And right here is where the opportunity of world 
peace looms up largely. 

These Haitu-getu birds are regular battleships that fly; 
and they carry their own ammunition factories within 
their systems. They lay eggs, which, the discoverer says 
are shaped like a paving block, and are as large as ordi¬ 
nary paving blocks. They circulate in flocks in the air 
above the enemy—any enemy they wish to put off watch 
—and under the guidance of a general or something like 
that, begin laying eggs. They first get the range, then 
drop an egg or a half hundred eggs upon the luckless 
enemy, and that soon finishes him, it or them. 

Now, if the United States would invest in, say, a couple 
or hundred of these birds—males and females—and let 
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nature take her course, this country would, in the course 
of a few years, have thousands of flying battleships, each 
ship manufacturing death dealing missiles as rapidly as 
reauired. All other kinds of battleships could be scrapped 
with safety, for these flying battleships would be able to 
cet places where other battleships could not think of 
loing; could and would furnish their own gasoline or pro- 
ne Ung power; would require no Jackies as crews, and 
Sd smXr all enemies with eggs. Throwing decayed 
eggs in this country has been known to vanquish able- 
bodied persons, but the impact did not injure seriously. 
The i-mpart ^th your cranium of one of these, paving 
block eggs, fired from a great height, would certmnly put 
vou in condition to have wings attached very quickly. 

Pertiaprhowever, it would be better for this government 
to acquire’all these haitu-getu birds, and have them copy¬ 
righted, patented or something like that, in order to keep 
any other nation from acquiring even a pair of them 

The writer is merely pointing out the 
taken by this government to insure peace, and ^ the govern 
ment wUl not take that way, it should not blame us in 
future; it will be responsible itself for consequences and 
will have no one to blame but itself. 


ISN’T HE A WONDERFUL OLD GUY? 

Government reports, packers’ reports and wholesale 
clotS reports tell of frequent “falls” experienced by 
oirt TTi Cost o’ Living in the last few years, but the old 
profiteer was apparently not wen stunned by any ° ® 

falls or all of them put together. Old Hi and a featner 
appear to be able to “fall” upwards. 


AW, SHUT UP 

. ^Str o^t^rpr^eVy 

GroTch" ill young women are Pf 

doL°’VltTo!s’of tim%,“nd many'old women are among 
the most beautiful works of God. 
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THESE STARS SHALL NEVER FALL 

(To the Parents and Kin of Those Who Died to Save the 
World.) 

The golden lamps that light the sky, 

And classed as stars, in mortal ken, 

Are seen to fall, or fade, or die, 

And pass out of the sight of men; 

They journey far, and then return, 

With greater brilliancy to burn. 

The GOLDEN STARS that once were men. 

Who rendezvoused with Death and gave. 

What we call life, are back again. 

Ablaze with glory from the grave! 

They are acclaimed by nations—all 
As Golden Stars that never fall. 

Oh Nations, honored in their birth! 

Oh Mothers, Fathers, Countrymen! 

Yours not to mourn, but to rejoice 
That YOURS were picked to hear 
God’s voice. 

In Nations’ skies, they’ll always shine. 

They’ll never fade again, nor die; 

They beautify my world, and thine. 

And add new glory to the sky. 

For HONOR has, since Time began 
Been rightly his, who died for man. 

These human stars, of purest gold. 

Glow brighter as the years go by. 

And hist’ry, truthful tales unfold 
Of heroes, unafraid to die. 

Of young men, willing lives to give 
That million other lives might live. 

Oh, Nations, honored in their birth; 

Oh, Mothers, Fathers, Countrymen! 

Yours, not to mourn, but to rejoice 

That YOURS were first to hear GOD’S VOICE. 
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GOOD WAY TO REDUCE FAT 

Perhaps you will have doubts about the efficacy of this 
urfscr^tlon, but you can remove yourselves speedily from 
class bv trying the prescription. Get into the 
SIvli and 70“ ra ifawa to ramov. that ajtplo. n.ah 
thar Is wrrying you and preventing you from going 
^ !, J “nerfpct waist.” Getting into the movies in 

th^^nrescription does not mean going on the stage. It means 
moving around your home, laundrying the dishes, acttag as 
motors to lawnmowers; becoming acquainted with the In¬ 
tricacies of the wash tub and washboard; mopping the 
floor or linoleum and moving around genera.lly from on 
job to another. Movies of this kind will reduce flesh wo 
derfully will improve your digestion, • Induce sleep and 
strangle nightmares just before they ®*^*’*^ 
vour system. This prescription will beat all the fl®sh 
Lduclii professors” in the world, and It Is free. A little 
pep Is all you need to put it over, also. Quit thinking of 
yourself as a martyr; you are not a martyr, you a 
merely fat and more or less hook-wormed. 


A PATIENT WANTS TO KNOW 

The following question Is said to have been asked of a 
^ Jtnr Tn a hospital by a convalescing patient: “Doctor, 
doctor doctors another doctor, does the doctor 

line ?he doctoring? doctor-the other doctor like the other 
doing “e uociori g, qj. t^e doctor doing 

the doctCing, doctor the other doctor like the doctor doing 
the doctoring wants to doctoi him. 


SHE’S A QUEEN; THAT’S WHAT SHE IS 

“What do postcard^ rman^wL^^evP 

ping, but never buys ^ thmg. P^ 

dently Is while shopping, Is a 100 per cent 

day and spend ^ , Liyjng enemy, and, in addl- 

i'“ wSIK'ttol y.» .«8l.t to be made ,o pay 
a heavy inheritance tax. 
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COULDNT HAVE ENDED OTHERWISE 

John Bartlett died at Mattoon, aged 103 years. But it 
was his own fault; just couldn’t behave, it seems. He 
chewed tobacco and smoked it since he was 12 years old; 
drank whiskey since about the same time and age; drank 
coffee strong enough “to hold up a wedge;” had the appe¬ 
tite of a boa constrictor and ate what he wanted and when 
he wanted; drank well water and microbes; bathed three 
times in his life and misbehaved generally. If he hadn’t 
done all of the above atrocious things, he might, and 
probably would have lived to an old age. 


MUCH SICKNESS SHOULD FOLLOW 

According to park commissioners throughout the country, 
more kissing is done in June than in any other four months 
of the year. If the scientists and medical scare-wolves are 
right about germs, microbes, bacilli and bugs generally 
being mobilized in kisses, we are headed towards some 
whooping epidemics. So far, however, the only sickness 
visible to the naked eye is love sickness. 


WARNING THE BRIDEGROOM 

' Jack Hackett, traveling salesman for the Landau Com¬ 
pany, relates that recently In Pike County, he was in a 
store, the proprietor of which is a Justice of the Peace, 
and a middle-aged couple dropped in and asked the 
Squire to perform a marriage ceremony for them. “Is 
that your wish?” he asked the man. “Sure,” was the reply. 
“All right,” said the Justice, and proceeded to tie the 
nuptial knot. After the ceremony, and as the newlyweds 
were making their getaway, the Squire called to the man 
and said earnestly: Remember, you must never blame 
me with or for this; you asked me to do it.” It is related 
that this particular Justice uses this warning every time he 
marries a couple, always addressing his remarks to the 
man in the case. If the allegation is correct, one of the 
greatest wonders in the world not yet listed is how that 
Justice managed to live to be 60 years old. 
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MISNOMER 

They call them “Jay-walkers,” meaning careless, foolish, 
ignorant people, who cross streets diagonally or in any 
other way without watching “out” a little, and they call 
these white marks made on the street paving, “Jay-walkers 
Pnidps ” A jay is one of the wisest of birds and is harder 
to catch than the proverbial Irishman’s flea. No one ever 
heard of a jay being killed by a street car, an aeroplane 
a skyrocket, an automobile or a tram. A 3ay can dodge 
a bullet from a rifle, or a load of ^ 

gun. Why call careless mortals “Jays?” Ther%is abso¬ 
lutely no similarity between them and jays of the bird 
family. 


WELL, LEVS PULMOTOR IT 

R H. Barber of New York City is traveling through the 
countrv delivering lectures, the main topic being that 
S peopirnow living will never die. “The world h^ 
ended ” he says. If prices are this high with the world 
ended’ why would it not be a fine thing to pulmotor it in 
some way, and get back to the old basis? If 
now living will never die, ’cause the world is ended, they 
sure stand a fine chance of suffering intensely. They will 
have their appetites with them and no money with i^ich 
Kuy foorif prices continue advancing.^ Mr. Barber’s 
talk ought to be “cut” out or at least shaved a Jot 
unlesrhe can produce a better proof of his assertions than 

mere gab. 


BREAKING INTO THE BIG LEAGUE 

«<T\/r on/1 Tv/Tris Piillv Boy beg to mutually announce 
Mr. and M • announcement card is on 

their divorce. * yj become as common almost as 

Sr ktad of an'^orcements having to do with Cupid 
any othei aind or matter with also giving 

or Hyoreo- ® widows? Showers of congratula- 

“showers” for the grass wi Renewed 

rpLj«r.riip“ «. s»». 

Matrimony? 
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THE WORST THAT NEVER COMES 

*Tis human like to fear the worst 
Before you're dry to fear the thirst; 

Before you’re struck to fear the hurt; 
Before you’re lashed to fear the quirt 
And yet this habit is all wrong— 

For every moan there is a song; 

For every heartache, there’s surcease, 

To every troubled soul comes peace. 

One time upon a desert dry, 

We found ourselves—my horse and I; 
We’d wandered there quite unaware 
From disappearing uplands, fair; 

And knowing not which way to turn 
We stumbled on through sands that burn 
Through scorching sun and burning wind 
And alkali that made us blind. 

When night-fall came, the sun was not 
But just the same the air was hot; 

And, panting, if wb’d stop to rest, 

We’d see a snake or other pest; 

The earth was filled with centipedes, 
Tarantulas and noxious weeds, 

And homed toads and desert fieas. 

And alkali up to our knees. 

The tongue inflamed; red grew the eyes; 

A mud hole we’d count paradise; 

And suffering grew more acute. 

When racking pains began to shoot; 

And hope was dead and faith was strong. 
That worse things soon would come along. 
And then I fainted or I slept 
While that poor horse his vigil kept. 

When, morning tore night’s curtains off. 
The horse’s whinny stopped his cough. 

And something eager in his eye 
Proclaimed that we were not to die. 

And looking his way, towards the east, 

I let my eyes on green things feast; 

It was an oasis, and there 

We found that God is good and square. 
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And oft in life, when what seemed Fate 
Had made the burden all too great; 

And future prospects, black as night. 

Put peace and happiness to flight; 

So that the heart was filled with fear 
Of more disaster coming near— 

The worst was switched away from me 
And flowers bloomed where weeds would be. 

And thus my heart does fully believe 
It is not right to fret and grieve, 

Because some time, we’ll come to die, 

Or fear what may beyond us lie; 

I believe that like that desert, drear. 

Death has no terrors we need fear; 

And that when all the journey’s made 
We’ll find an oasis—and shade. 

The grateful shade of God’s great love 
And happiness around, above, 

And absolute divorce from fear. 

Prom heartaches and from scalding tear. 

No fear-built bridge was ever crossed; 

No wanderer was ever lost, 

Who bravely lighted Faith’s bright flame 
Nor winced when playing at life’s game. 


IT IS THE TRUTH 

If you see a woman smiling when she hears strong 
praise of her rival—said woman is a wonder, a curiosity, or 
deaf as an iron post. 


JUST BE A PIKER; IT WILL PAY YOU 

Recently a bunch of fellows discussing persons and 
things happened to talk about acquaintances who are 
called “Pikers” by some others of the gay set. When 
asked to define a piker, none qualified to do so, but each 
gave his idea of what constitutes a piker. And the con¬ 
sensus of opinion seems to be that “A Piker” is a person 
who lives within his income. So after all, you will observe 
a piker is a pretty desirable sort of citizen. 
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100 PER CENT FOR THE CONSTITUTION 

If I don't like the hat you wear, 

And tell you so, hut you don't care; 

I'll go and organize a klan. 

And we will get you. Mister Man— 

Change hats and make 'em match your hair. 

If I don't like your coat of red. 

And you, the blamed thing will not shed; 

I'll organize a nightgown crew 
And we will make a call on you 
And take you from your home and bed. 

If I don't like the prayer you say 
And you won't take the way I pray. 

I'll organize a crowd, by gum. 

And, oh boy! How we'll make you hum 
Some time 'tween dark and break of day. 

If I don't like the food you eat 
And you refuse to eat my meat; 

We'll ride you on a roughneck rail 
The while your back we’ll soundly whale 
And put stone bruises on your feet. 

If you persist in drinking tea 
Instead of coffee, you b'lieve me. 

We’ll smell the fumes, myself and klan 
And make of you an Also-Ran, 

A Has-Been and a refugee. 

Ha, ha! You smoke that vile cigar 
You'd better cast the thing afar; 

(We are not plugging for that brand) 

And some night you will meet our band 
And it will jazz you right, by gar! 

The only way to live in peace, 

Is all your funny ways to cease. 

And do as we do, every time 
Or you'll be seeking safer clime— 

We’ll turn your lard to axle grease. 
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HOP HOLLOW-IN-THE-WOOD 

Now cheer up, fellow countrymen, the best is yet to 
come Hop Hollow will be saved from Chance and from 
the Demon Rum. “Where is Hop Hollow?” do you ask? 
Oh, fie, friend, don't you know? It is the home of Hunks, 
and, tramps pass, going to and fro. 

The rain-crow and the hoot owl, shall be saved from 
murd’rous man; the raccoon and the polecat must be 
kept from rushing can; and Jack the Swede, and Jim the 
Hunk and even Dago Joe, must go to town their thirst to 
drown, or turn the cards—^you know. They’re saved; 
they’re spared—these foreign men—and they must needs 
be good; grand jury’s eyes, now recognize Hop Hollow-in- 
the-Wood! 

Hop Hollow’s hard to get to and its “natives” all are 
wild, and the present residenter looks to Poland for his 
child; they’re all grown up and look like men, and, faith, 
you’d think they could take care of selves completely in 
Hop Hollow-in-the-Wood. 

The little polecat will be kept from bad example’s lure; 
the mink and muskrat can grow up with morals clean and 
pure; and even Reynard, that sly fox, can grow up as he 
should; to praise grand jurors who protect Hop Hollow-in- 
the-Wood. 

Oh hear ye, they are patriots to pass the cities by, and 
strike right into swamp and wood to save the passerby. 
How soon corruption would have spread from den to wild 
birds’ cote; and even seized the dogfish, and have got the 
Jackal’s goat. And glory be, those hunkies and the Rus¬ 
sians now who would, be warriors on the booze line, must 
desert Hop Hollow’s wood. 

And surely you’ll be glad to know—(you sinners now I 
mean) just where you can be breaking laws, and by juries 
can’t be seen. You do your dirt in Alton; you’re immune 
there and you’re good; but grand jurymen will get you at 
Hop Hollow-in-the-Wood. 


Old General Disturbance was not killed or severely 
wounded (more’s the pity) in the late World War and 
he has trouble-makers by the hundreds in eight or nine 
of the countries of Europe at the present time. He has 
flocks of lieutenants in this country also. 
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IT MUSTA BEEN SMITH, I THINK MAYBE 

“Did anyone ever know what Noah’s last name—the 
family name was?” writes a lady teacher who is taking, 
evidently, a summer vacation course in mythology. We 
tried to get the ouija hoard to page Noah as we wanted 
that info. They couldn’t get Noah, but they did page a 
man who pals with the old voyager when the latter is off 
duty, as a lecturer, and this man said that Noah often 
told him that the family name was Smith, and that is 
why the Smiths got such a tremendous start in numbers 
Noah told his friend that all the Smythes, Schmidts, 
Schmitts and Smetz are really all Smiths, just plain, every¬ 
day Smiths, and that when they add to the regular 
Smiths, the blacksmiths, the locksmiths, the goldsmiths 
and the silversmiths, the Smith tribe becomes the greatest 
In the world numerically. Paradise has been half filled 
with Smiths since the fiood, Noah reports. Fiddler’s Green 
is nearly all Smiths and only two or three Smiths went 
Down Below since the world began. 


WHAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN 

If Eve had been a suffragette. 

Old Adam might have kept in grace— 
And so might all the human race— 

Who now are filled with guile and fret. 

The chances are quite ten to one 

The snake would never find her home. 
The suffragette is born to roam— 

She calls to eat and then hikes on. 


ALTON-GODFREY RIDE 

A maiden entered the Bill Boyd bus. 

And firmly grasped a strap; 

And every time they hit a jolt. 

She sat in a different lap. 

The holes grew deeper, the jerking worse, 
'Til at last she gasped, with a smile: 
“Will somebody kindly tell me, please. 

How many laps to a mile?” 
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the legislature should get this 

I bane tink gude of Norway, 

And the Norwegian plan 
Of making woman qualify 
Before she gets a man. 

It machts nix aus how good she looks; 

If shoes are black, or tan, 

If she cannot get a Cook’s O. K. 

She cannot get a man. 

Along with marriage license, ' 

A certificate’s to scan; 

It must affirm that she Can Cook 
Before she gets her man. 

Most women sure can fix up ”stews.” 

And “roasts” for Jack or Dan, 

After the wedding bells ring out— 

But not ’mong Norway’s clan. 

Norwegians as you’ve all perceived 
Are built on gen’rous plan. 

And that’s because each girl can cook 
And proves it by her man. 

I’ll say that is one bully law 
For Mildred, Jule or Ann; 

Just learn to cook, oh honey bunch, 

Or you can’t have a man. 

Enforce a little law like that. 

And cooks while, black or tan 
Would soon appear in troops or swarms 
So each could get her man. 

“Oh, whistle daughter, whistle. 

And you can have a cow;” 

“I never learned to whistle, Ma, 

And I won’t whistle. Now.” 

“Oh, whistle daughter, whistle. 

And you can have a man.” 

“I’ve never learned to whistle, Ma, 

But I’ll whistle if I can.” 

P. S. and N. B. See how it works, don’tja? 
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MAN OF KANSAS, HOLD AWHILE 

One of the men on the Kansas City Star must have had 
an “experience” with an Illinois woman some time, for 
he inveighs mightily against the “Sucker Girl” in many 
lines of verse. “We don’t prove of dot,” as a dear old 
German friend used to say when she was against a propo¬ 
sition, and so, 

Man of Kansas! hold awhile! 

Have you known a Kaw girl’s guile? 

Let her get you in her net? 

Work your heartstrings till they’d sweat? 

Get you going just her way 
Then assure you “that was play?” 

Sucker girls in primary class 
Must remain where Kaw girls pass; 

Kaw girls know just how and when 
To make maudlin fools of men; 

And assure each at the end 
“You will he my dearest friend.” 

Man of Kansas, on the Star— 

Keep your twinkles where they are; 

You leave Sucker Girls alone 
If you don’t like style or tone; 

If one ever broke your heart. 

Bet you, she first got her start 
Out where wind and drouth abound 
And keeps earth a-blowing ’round; 

Where stability’s no law— 

Out where you live—on the Kaw. 

Twinkle, twinkle, Mr. Star, 

But remember who you are; — 

Keep your grouches and your sneers. 

For your own, not ours,—the DEARS. 


IS THIS TRUE, I WONDER? 

“The pomp of funerals is more interesting to the vanity 
of the living than to the memory of the dead,” says some 
fellow who has been aching to say something which, in 
his opinion, would prove a masterpiece. But even were 
it true, what’s it to him? It isn’t his funeral—yet. 
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THE WORLD WAR, NOT YET OVER 

You say the war is over, and you did your part like nien. 
And you cannot feel exactly right 'bout putting up again? 
You never faced the German’s gas, his hand grenade or 
shell 

But many of our hoys went through that hot and seeth- 

You^nfay have cut out bacon, or made your tea less sweet, 
Or mayL kept a smoke or two from getting ’tween your 

But you sure kept out of trenches, and in your feather bed, 
You had no cootie nightmares or felt a shower of lead. 

The boys had mud and water for their mattress or tneir 
tick 

With poison gas to strangle them or make them deathly 

You “ate war bread.” Oh, did you? Well, they ate no 
bread at all— ^ 

Those soldier boys while fighting; they lived on nerve 

and gall, , . 

And if it wasn’t for the nerve of them—the courage, clear 

sublime 

For the kaiser you, and all of us, would soon be marking 
time. 

You say the war is over? Just let me tell you, pray 
I met A1 Jones a-limping ’long the highway, yesterday! 

“The war is over?” Not for him! he’ll maybe limp for life. 
He got that hurt in action, while you were safe from strife. 
And Leo Willis, mangled boy, who fought for you and me 
Did God give him the vision his end of war to see? 

And Maurice Walter’s mother? Her voice has lost its tone 
Since the brave boy gave up his life while fighting in 
Argonne. 

And Ed Kniery’s relatives? Oh, Tight Wads, can you be¬ 
lieve , , 

That ever, while they’re living that they can cease to 

grieve? , , . ^ 

Don’t you know, that seeds of anguish, in the hearts of 

the Maguire, 

Will never cease to sprout and grow until they all expire? 
The parents of another—Fred Glassbrenner—you know, 

j 2 ©ver have an armistice to free them fiom their woe, 
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Lieut. Betts left sisters, and a loving father, too— 

Has this war ended now, for them, as you say it has for 
you? 

While life is quick, and love is warm and memory is green 
The war will never end for them, ’though anguish they 
may screen. 

And out there at Bethalto, where the Henkhaus people are 
Don’t you know, they’ll always hear and feel the awfulness 
of war? 

The son and brother died for all and Honor’s his estate 
But those behind will always grieve because of George’s 
fate. 

And Englehardt’s GOLD STAR which glows in Honor’s sky 
Cannot relieve the pain of kin, ’till comes their time to die; 
The war has ended for the dead—Dolph Barker’s one who's 
through; 

But how about his relatives, whose hearts are steeped in 
rue? 

You meet the wounded every day, the blind, the legless, too, 
And armless youths, who facing death were facing it for 
you; 

These boys I name are Alton boys—they’re homefolks, if 
you please— 

But there are other thousands who left their homes and 
ease, 

And who went out and battled for Columbia and the world 
And not a one was yellow, not a one whose flag was furled. 
The war’s not over, not at all, we have the cost to pay— 
They paid it with their lives or limbs; we have a safer 
way. 

We merely lend; we’re paid to lend; we’re lending to our 
own. 

And God knows that’s a safer way than at Mihiel or Ar- 
gonne. 

Just do your part, and you’ll be glad when back from flght- 
ing zone 

The boys are here to see your pride in them and Victory’s 
^°3.n. —April, 1919. 


A man who is aiways thirsting for blood should be made 
to quench his thirst with blood furnished by his own flesh, 
veins or arteries. 
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THE DREAM OF A BOY OF FIVE 

A sail boat on a sparkling stream. 

With flowers abloom along the shore— 

Were some of the things in the small boy’s dream 
When Sleep unlocked the Mightbe’s door. 

A drum, a Addle, a painter’s pen 

And paper enough to sketch his flight; 

These are the things the boy worked in. 

While Morpheus held his eyelids tight. 

Flowers and fragrance and mel-ody. 

Pen and paper to make alive. 

All of the lovely things that be 

Filling the mind of this boy of flve. 

Happy the boy with a mind like that— 

Pure as a pearl his longings are; 

Some day he’ll sit where captains sat 
Watching his boat get by the bar. 

Into the harbor of Real Success— 

Onto the levee of good deeds done; 

Away from the tide, or storm, or stress— 

With a captain’s license fairly won. 


HOW TO INCREASE NUMBER OF COOKS 

I’ll bet you, maybe, as Freckles says. 

That if the U. S. of A. will adopt 
A law similar to one in Norway, that 
Cooks will become as numerous as acorns 
In an oak forest in the fall of the year. 

In Norway no girl can marry unless she 
Can produce a certiflcate attesting her 
Expertness and efficiency as a Cook. 

No certiflcate; no marriage ceremony or 
License, and “affinities” are barred in 
Norway. Learning a lesson from the Norwegians 
Is one of the best things we could do. 

Of course, very few girls in this country 
Want to marry, but those few would qualify 
As cooks, “pronto” as the Villain Villa 
Would remark. 
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THE NIGHT AIR MENACE 

Nearly all persons old enough to vote will remenaher 
how they were repeatedly warned against letting “the night 
air” strike them, and how they were told that unless they 
heeded the warning the sexton would be tumbling clods 
on their last resting place. So deadly was the night air 
considered that spaces around window sashes were filled 
with rags or something to keep the murderous assassin 
out of the house. Whenever a fellow died from old 
age, or was kicked to death by a horse, or was run 
over by an engine, or had a house fall on him, the 
night air was charged with hastening his death, if not 
directly responsible for it. Night air was the dread 
of mothers and was considered an active ally of doctors 
and druggists. Now, most of the fear of the night air has 
disappeared and the fresh air advocate is before the foot¬ 
lights. He is an extremist, too, like his predecessor, but 
he has one thing on his side that the predecessor did not 
have. He has the fact that God-given air is mighty good 
for plants and vegetation of all kinds and for all sort of 
birds and dumb animals. They get the benefit night and 
day of the air, and the air does not become a poison at 
night and a nervine during the day as the old enemies of 
Night Air had it. The night air is no more deadly that 
the million-aire and not nearly so deadly as the molly¬ 
coddle heir of a family—gone wrong. 


WHATEVER IS, IS WRONG 

That appears to he the idea of some of our local bolshe¬ 
viks in spirit. Nothing suits them unless they had a hand 
in the making; you are wrong; your friends are wrong, and 
unless the Jeremiahs have their way, the whole world and 
all in it will soon he upside-down or inside out,'hr some¬ 
thing like that. The only time one of these calamity 
howlers sing, is when they can get someone to listen to 
the ditty sung which runs something like this: 

“You bet if I had just my way, 

This place would he remade today; 

I’d run it on a different plan 
And prove to you or any man 
Whatever is, is wrong.” 
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WELCOME TO THE EGYPTIAN HUSTLERS 
(Good in Any City) 

I’d like to write verse, a la Byron or Burns, to welcome 
you, all the more sweetly 

To make sheer delight of your walks and your turns, and 
show we adopt you completely. 

But not being Bobby, or Byron, I’ll sing, of the pleasure we 
have in your coming 

And of our intention the joy-bells to ring and music and 
mirth keep a-humming! 

You are welcome to Alton, and even our hills are covered 
with raiments of beauty. 

With fiowers a-bloom and with fragrance that thrills and 
atmosphere bracing and fruity! 

Why, even the birds are glad you are here, and the leaves 
of the trees have turned rustlers. 

And if they could talk, the birds and the bees would wel¬ 
come Egyptians and Hustlers! 

You’re the salt of the earth, and wherever there’s dearth of 
Hustlers the country is dying. 

And this has been so since the long, long ago, when first 
they got busy, just trying. 

Why Joseph, “the goat” (of the great colored coat), 
changed Egypt to nation of bustlers. 

And he, I sure think, put despair on the blink, when he 
founded the Egyptian Hustlers. 

And ever since then you Hustlers are men who keep the 
world bright and a-going; 

Who never say “die”—and that is no lie; men who forever 
keep working and sowing; 

Just sowing the seeds that the world surely needs, seeds 
that keep the industries humming. 

That keep spirits alive, by making them thrive, in a world 
not devoted to slumming. 

In our own “Egypt” here, you have made it quite clear 
that the country’s alive and a-coming. 

And you have, by your pep, changed the country’s slow 
step to something inspiring and humming. 

Our Egypt was dead, or sick in the head, until you got 
busy to show her 
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That she could be speeded, upstream if she heeded, your 
efforts to lead her and tow her. 

And bless her! she did, no longer is hid, the light that was 
hers if she knew it. 

You have made her to thrive, like a fine honey hive, and 
to know if she will, she can do it. 

And this I will say, that for finding a way out of valleys of 
gloom and distraction. 

You are prizes, as guides and as helpers besides, in forcing 
stagnation to action. 

Apostles of cheer, destroyers of fear, and teachers of faith 
in endeavor. 

May your tribe still increase, your good works ne’er cease, 
not now, or tomorrow, or ever. 

Then hail to you, Chiefs, for in Alton our beliefs tend to 
judge you just, fairly and rightly. 

As persons who do, without clamor or stew, make the sun 
of life shine the more brightly. 

We welcome you gladly, will part with you sadly, but we 
hope that while with us you may 

Be always delighted, by none of us slighted, convinced we’d 
be glad if you’d stay. 

When you’re ready to go, we want you to know that our 
wish was to please you immensely. 

And that Alton is right, by day or by night, she likes you 
and likes you intensely. —June, 1922. 


ROMANCE SPROUTS ANYWHERE 

Never did believe much in the assertion made by some 
that street cars are germ carriers unless the germs are in 
the people riding the cars. But recently it has been neces¬ 
sary to remodel that belief. Street cars do carry germs or 
microbes or whatever they are called, that foozle the brains 
of young folks, and some older ones, and keep the brains 
foozled until after matrimony has been committed. Many 
a romance that is continuing happily after marriage 
started on street cars, and courting on cars is becoming 
a business, apparently, and the street car company, to help 
matters along satisfactorily should put on a few cars to be 
known strictly as “Cupid’s Cars,” then let the little winged 
common disturber do his best—or his worst. 
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WHEN DOES THIS FELLOW WORK? 

A Journeyman hit his boss for a raise in pay, claiming 
that his entire time was spent working in the shop. So the 
boss began figuring just how much time the Journeyman 
was putting in, and the following is the result. 

Each year has. 

He sleeps 8 hours each day, which equals.. 122 days 

This leaves. days 

He rests 8 hours each day, which equals. 122 days 

This leaves.. ^^l days 

There are 52 Sundays that he does not work. 52 days 

This leaves—. days 

He has a half day off each Saturday. 26 days 

This leaves. da.ya 

He has IV 2 hours each day for lunch. 28 days 

This leaves. days 

He gets two weeks’ vacation each year. 14 days 

This leaves. 1 

And this day the shop was closed on account of a picnic, 
so the boss can’t see where he works for him at all. 

Can you? 

Compliments of Jos. B. Crivello, Alton, Ill., 

Ambassador of Commerce. 


SAFETY FIRST 

In Massachusetts they do not call them “Marriage 
Licenses.” “Intentions of Marriage” are what they are 
called, perhaps because “There’s a Slip ’Twixt the Cup and 
the Lip,” don’t you know, and there are times when the 
first fuss starts between the office of the clerk and the 
Qf the minister. It somefTm.es occurs right then that 
the first shall be last also, and the “Intentions” are sent to 
that place where they say Good Intentions are the principal 
paving materials. 
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APRIL 

Oh April in our hours of ease, 

When everything is blooming bright, 

You spoil it all—you arrant tease. 

By frosting all things over night. 

We look for April’s smiles and tears— 

You blind us with an icy breeze; 

You change our placid hopes to fears 
By setting Nature all a-freeze. 

Oh April, you’re a horrid flirt. 

And Old Man Winter in your lap, 

I hope will make your vitals hurt— 

Your false affections give a rap; 

For April, you’re a false alarm; 

Deceit is writ across your brow; 

You’re filled with only Make-Believe charm— 
A camouflaging creature, Thou! 


HAPPENED ON THE ILLINOIS RIVER 

The story is being told again that the prize for optimism 
is awarded to a resident of the Illinois River bottom. As 
the tale is told, an old man was sitting on the roof of his 
house during a flood, watching the water doing business, 
when a neighbor rowed over to him. Then this conver¬ 
sation is said to have taken place: 

“Alloa, Ted,” he said. 

“Alloa, Dave,” replied the other. 

“All your fowls washed away this morning, Ted?” 

“Yes, but the ducks can swim.” 

“Apple trees and all that gone, too, eh?” 

“Well, they said the crop would be a failure, anyhow.” 

“I see^ the water has reached above your windows now.” 

X. ^ right, Dave. Them windows needed washin’, 

badly.” 


AW, YOU OUGHT TO KNOW 

The person who wants to know whoi put the “work” in 
house-work is hereby informed that the men of the 
family did, of course. Have they not always shown a will¬ 
ingness to “Let The Women Do The Work?” 


STRAY SCRAPS 


115 


MY PLATFORM—ON CLOTHES QUESTION 

If Billy Buck desires to wear 
A pair of breeches made of hair; 

I can’t see where my kick comes in. 

The hair is next to Billy’s skin. 

If overalls are Billy’s bet. 

Why should I fume, about and fret? 

If I don’t want them, good and well. 

Why, overalls can go to ’ell. 

If Tommie Todd who works in lead 
Wears $20 cap on head. 

Just why should I get up and “rare”? 

That coin was Tommie’s and to spare. 

What biz of mine, I want to know 
Just how the other fellows go— 

Whether in goatskins, ’coons or cat, 

Of if their shirts are silk or mat? 

If Walter Wales desires to put 
Fifteen good dollars in a shirt. 

What right have I to yell, “Tut, tut?”— 

It’s Walter’s pocketbook that’s hurt. 

If wooden shoes suit Francis Fee, 

I can’t see how that’s hurting me, 

Although they say that timber’s not 
As plentiful as some folks thought, 

It sure is, one big mys-ter-ee 
To lots of folks, as well as me. 

Why what those others eat or wear 
Should cause ourselves to tear our hair. 
Great Scott! Shan’t anybody, anymore 
Dare dress himself as suits him best. 
Without being followed by the roar 
Of some, who think for all the rest? 

If you wear broadcloth, brother mine, 
Although you work in muck or lime, 

I shall not worry you with kicks 
Nor call you fools, or simps or hicks; 

I do not have to follow you 
No matter where trail’s leading to. 

Some dandy pants are made of grass. 

And if you wear them, boy. I’ll say 
It isn’t my cue to harass; 
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I needn’t wear them, need I, pray? 
If Winsome Winnie wants to wear 
When summer sun, if sizzling hot, 
A flock of furs below her hair. 

That won’t make me heat up a lot. 
If denim is your pants or coat 
That isn’t getting my old goat; 

And some one profits, let me say 
No matter what you wear today. 


NOT KILL-JOYS ANYWAY 

There are bomb throwers, dynamite hurlers, gun-men and 
other agencies working overtime all the time, and there 
are also The Scare Throwers. These last are eternally pre¬ 
dicting disaster; they are the Apostles of Don’t—don’t do 
this; don’t do that, etc. With them everything is a menace 
and the biggest wonder in the world is that anybody is 
alive at all. I hold no brief for the Christian Scientist, but 
I would like to take off my hat to him in admiration for the 
manner in which he does not go around spreading terror 
in the hearts of superstitious or credulous people. With 
him there is no occasion for fear; or for stampeding to¬ 
wards the cemeteries; he isn’t always telling you about the 
tribes of germs, microbes, etc., all ambushed and waiting 
to give you your death blow. You .are just imagining 
things according to the Christian Scientist, and if you 
make up your mind to quit imagining the worst, the best 
will happen to you many times out of a hundred. You can 
take your choice, of course, between these Scare Bomb 
Throwers and prophets of evil, and the optimists, Christian 
Scientists, but you will find the greatest compensation 
by trailing with the Optimist. 


ABOUT POTT—ERY 

Charles Potts, an artist, and Miss Alice Clay, were mar¬ 
ried in Decatur. 

Clay ever has been used by artistmen 

To fashion useful things and bright what—nots—; 
And, Charley, may the Clay that you have found 
Adorn your home with many little Potts. 


STRAY SCRAPS 


117 


“OUT OF THE MOUTHS OF BABES" 

(A party of grown-ups were talking of dreams, visions, 
etc., in one of the homes of the city, when an interruption 
occurred. A six-year-old girl caused this interruption by 
saying: “But, mamma, don’t you know we’ll never really 
wake up ’till we get to heaven?’’) 

“We will never really wake up, ’till we wake up Over 
There ’’ 

Do you see the Faith and Hope and Belief in that short 
sentence rare? 

She’s not been long enough away, from whence she came 
to earth 

To forget the bliss it offered and its happiness and mirth. 
If mem’ry of another world did not prompt that remark, 
Then some angel whispered to her, and bade her heed and 
hark. 

There is sweetness in her vision, and there’s Hope full 
bright and fair 

That all things will be better, when we wake up Over 
There. 

What a blessed gift, if all had that maiden’s vision fair. 
And realized we’ll never wake, ’till God awakes us, where 
There never will be trial again, nor agonies, nor pain. 
Where nightmares turn to happy things, and Faith tri¬ 
umphs again. 

To have her Faith within us that The Best Is Yet To Come, 
Would be a priceless weapon to strike the devil dumb, 
And Hope, which such belief would sprout, would cause us 
all take care. 

So that the final ’wakening would be joyous Over There. 


TWO JOBS; BOTH “PEACHES" 

Besides the gas meter reader who can, and does enter 
everybody’s cellar unmolested, we are jealous of the paper 
hanger. The paper hanger can enter any room and muss 
everything in each room to his heart’s content, and the 
Missus won’t open her mouth in protest. And the paper 
hanger is the only man on the face of the earth who can 
muss rooms up like that. Poor Fish Hubby cannot make 
any such breaks as that. 
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WE SURE ARE ALL SICK 

If you want to be well and stay well, do not read patent 
medicine ads in almanacs or anywhere else. If you do 
not take this advice, you are as certain as flu to get sick—j 
in your imagination—if nowhere else. The books are 
with symptoms and each symptom is that of a deadly 
disease. There are something like eight thousand symp¬ 
toms in the average almanac, and there isn't a man, 
woman or child on the face of the earth who doesn t 
carry around one or more of these symptoms daily, and 
although you may he entirely unaware of the fact that 
you are carrying deadly diseases around with you, it will 
not he long after you begin absorbing symptoms before 
your imagination will send you to bed or to the cemetery. 
Just being alive is the most dangerous business in the 
world, according to almanacs and health experts, and if 
we are not fighting Germans, we must fight germs, aim 
other friendly things with which we used to consort with¬ 
out detriment or displeasure. Ignorance is safety first 
as well as bliss in some ways, and this ignorance of symp¬ 
toms, germs, microbes, bacteria, bacilli and bunk is cer¬ 
tainly a fine asset. 


HOW ABOUT YOU? 

There are 365 days in a year, and one of them is offi¬ 
cially called “Labor Day,” the remaining 364 days being 
considered “Rest Days”—presumably. If they really are 
“rest” days, me for Labor Day every time; it is easier. 


CREDIT WHERE CREDIT IS DUE 

Proper credit has never been given the backyard garden 
for one thing, and that is for the Contentment such a 
garden will give the average person; that is contentment 
with, and approval of vegetable prices at the grocery 
store. After a fellow spends $4.00 for a runt onion or a 
bunch of lettuce that looks like the latter end of a mis¬ 
spent life, and realizes that he could have gotten vege¬ 
tables at the grocery store better than that for 10 cents, 
he at once quits kicking about high store prices. Anything 
that fosters contentment is a boon. 


STRAY SCRAPS 


119 


WHO WANTS TO KNOW? ALL OF US^ 

If you're a Ouija Boarder 
And with the wee-jays stand, 

I wish you'd get some inside dope 
On where we're gonna land. 

If H. C. L. and taxes 
Continue climbing up 
This country's fix will be the worst 
Since Hector was a pup; 

So, Mrs. Ouija Boarder, 

Consult some wise old guy 
Who left off paying years ago 
For Taxless Place, sky high. 

And get from him some cheering news 
About the When and How 
“Reflection's Cud,” we need not chew 
But chew a piece of cow. 


OH, “AUNTY'^ NICOTINE LADIES, LISTEN! 

I find that the more one kisses one’s beloved, the 
harder it is to be twenty-four hours without a kiss! Funny, 
isn't it? And yet I don't believe that I am the first woman 
to make that discovery. Jack is so masterful and fine. 
He is so clean and delicate scented with tobacco, the 
right way, of course. I think there is nothing more truly 
masculine than the whiff Of tobacco that is wafted to 
one's nostrils every now and then from the innermost 
being of the fiance of your heart. It's positively inspiring. 
—From the Diary of an Engaged Girl. 


CONTRARY HUMAN NATURE 

If boards of health, instead of plastering houses wherein 
sick people have their habitat with the admonition Keep 
Out” printed on them, would placard such houses with 
signs, say like the following: • 4 . 

“Siiiall-pox here; Come on in; There is Plenty to 
^nare ” not a man, woman or child could be found who 
would enter the premises for love or money. Forbid some¬ 
thing and people will want it; that’s what ailed Eve; invite 
everybody cordially and nine out of ten will pass up the 
invitation as a lemon with all the juice squeezed out. 





















































120 


STRAY SCRAPS 


IN TULSA, OKLAHOMA 

In Tulsa, the Oklahoma city of riots, and oil and natural 
gas, the only way the people know it is Sunday, is that 
the menus of the public eating places always contain a few 
extra dishes. In Tulsa, also, the women organize riding 
parties, and mounting their horses a-straddle, wearing only 
pajamas, ride through the principal streets of the oil city, 
the “observed of all observers." And the Tulsa Tribune 
wants to know what’s the matter with all the critics. “Lady 
Godiva once rode through the streets of Coventry without 
so much as a B. V. D. suit." In some towns in western 
Oklahoma, the people know it will be Sunday next day, 
because the bells throughout the places, if there are any 
bells, are tolled on Saturday—not rung joyously but tolled. 


MUST BE A SPECIAL PLACE FOR 'EM 

I often wonder if the Maker of the World 
Hasn’t fixed up some place in which to 
Put people who are never satisfied. 

Never thankful for blessings they have. 

Never caring for others, or the 
Welfare of others; never happy except 
When nagging, scolding, slandering or 
Yelling at others. He surely must 
Have some such place for them after 
They die, and that place cannot be 
Hell, for these people have lived in 
A hell all their lives, and made every- 
Body else compelled to be with them live 
In a hell also. One thing that should 
Be done with them is: Put them all together 
And give them a good dose of their 
Own medicine throughout eternity. 


SHOULDN'T RUB IT IN 

No preacher ever made a hit with the bereaved widow 
when, while preaching the funeral sermon, he tells how de¬ 
ceased has gone to a “better home." No woman likes that 
sort of talk and most women have their doubts about it 
anyhow. 
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THE PIASA BIRD AS A TRADE MARK 

The next time you put a penny In a slot Bet 
of Japanese safety matches, just take a look at the label 
on the top of the box, and you will ^'feosnize 
known features of an animal with wings f- 

depopulating this section of the country of the earliest in¬ 
habitants by eating ’em alive, like Bosque ate the snakes. 
These matches are made in Nippon by the 
the trade mark is unquestionably a large part of Piasa 
Bird of the Alton bluffs. Whether the old-time Indians 
from among whom the bird ate at his meals were •; 

Japanese is not known, of course, but whoever adopted 
that trade mark knew something of the appearance of that 
bird of prey, which by its activities obviated the necessity 
of taking the census very often among the Indmns. 

Besides the face and some other parts of the Pmsa Bird, 
this match has on it the following illuminating informa- 
tion: 

Tandsticksfabrikstakikawa 

Sakerbets Tandstikor. 

All of which is probably so, and unless you can prove 
that it is no such a thing, it would be well not to dispute 
the truth of the statement. These matches are called t ire 
Prevention" matches in Japan, and ninety out of a hundred 
of them will prevent fire in this country also. They will 
not fire at all, unless you have the box along, they being 
plumb peeved at being separated from the box; and when 
you have the box along it is only occasionally that they 
will respond favorably to the scratching you give them. 
There were no false pretentions about the Japs when they 
named the matches, “Fire Prevention," but we would like 
to know where they got the license to use the Piasa Bird 
as a trade mark in far away Nippon. 


A CHICKEN'S INSTEP 

We have all heard the expression: “Scarce as hen"i 
teeth." Well, other things are scarce about chickens—the 
feathered kind. When Joe Crivello asked a colored man for 
some money the fellow owed him, the latter answered: 
“Money did you say? Quit yer foolin’, boss. I haven’t any 
more money than a chicken has an instep. 
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GOOD NIGHT CAMOUFLAGERS 

A Dr. Cotton has discovered an ether which will make a 
person, while under its influence, tell the truth, the whole 
truth and nothing but the truth, according to “eminent 
physicians” who have tried it on some victims. The general 
use of that ether will solve many problems in courts and 
out of them; and it wUl also serve to convict some alleged 
George Washingtons of really being reincarnations of 
Ananias. The weather clerk will be in what Casper Unter- 
brink used to call “a fixen” if it is used on him; the gas 
meter and water meter fellows will have to come across 
with the truth; Jim Pack will have to tell just how he 
made a whole regiment of Confederates run during the 
rebellion; the farmers will have to tell the truth about it 
costing $1.99 a bushel to raise wheat; the doctors them¬ 
selves will have to tell the truth about a patient's condi¬ 
tion and whether it is imagination or a really disease that’s 
ailing him, and whether whiskey is what a flu victim really 
needs or a term in jail; it will cause us to Anally know 
who won the war; who brought old H. C. L. to town and 
who is keeping him here; who is the real bolshevik; who, 
at present is a pretended patriot; who is profiteering in 
meats—the farmer, packer or retailer. It will make the 
candidate for office “split the real beans” in his caput or 
heart, so that the dear voters may know whether they are 
Soy, Mexican, Mescal, Cactus, or real butter or good Yan¬ 
kee beans; manage to give the girl or the fella, as the 
case may be, a little of it, and you can discover the true 
state of mind and heart of the party, and learn for true, 
whether the attachment writ sounds like a lifelong union, 
or a speedy job for the divorce courts. The possibilities 
of that ether are so numerous and so great, that beliefs 
stagger around as if John Barleycorn is still doing busi¬ 
ness, and for one thing inability to tell a lie or even a little 
fib will become a national failing, or asset, according to 
how you view it. Your view will probably be more or. less 
prejudiced, the extent of what the truth will do to, or for 
you, being the gauge of your judgment. 


If the juice of prejudice didn't partially, or wholly blind 
us, all of us could plainly see, and appreciate, and 
acknowledge the fine traits in others. 
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ABAS THE CANNED HEAT 

When Volstead kicked the beer barrel o'er, and let its 
contents wet the ground; he opened wide another door 
through which there came a mule and hound. VHiite mule 
was what they called the first and in his system was a 
kick, that functioned only when the thirst, of some poor 
victim, turned him hick. The booze hound always trailed 
the mule, and found the fountain that it filled, and drinking 
freely, soon the fool, was sorely kicked or quickly killed. 
Bad as the white mule liquid is, there is a worse one, yea, 
by far, it up and coming full of biz, resorting where the 
weaklings are. “Canned Heat” is what they call this last, 
and liquid lye 'though strong and hot, into the discard 
quick is cast when canned heat liquid's in the pot. Some 
fiery drinks, I know are made; strong men laid low by 
them I’ve seen, but liquid lye's put in the shade by 
alcohol and paraffine. 'Tis harmless when 'tis canned—this 
heat, but when thawed out to liquid form, no mortal man 
its force can beat—'tis worse than equinoctial storm. White 
mule can kick and kicking blind, or maybe eat the brain 
away; “Canned Heat” is usually more kind; a hearse is 
soon the victim’s shay. 


A RAILROAD MAN'S PRAYER 

The following is a copy of a railroad man's prayer: 

“Oh, Lord, now that I have flagged Thee, lift up my 
feet from the rough road of life and plant them safely on 
the deck of the train of Salvation. Let me use the safety 
lamp known as Prudence and make all the couplings in 
the train with the strong links of Love. Let my hand lamp 
be the Bible, and Heavenly Father, keep all switches 
closed that lead off on sidings, especially those with a 
blind end. O Lord, if it by Thy Pleasure have every sema¬ 
phore light along the line show the white light of Hope, 
that I may make the run of Life without stopping. And 
Lord! give us the Ten Commandments for the Schedule 
and when I have finished the Run on schedule time and 
when I have pulled into the great dark station of Death, 
may the Superintendent of the Universe say: “Well done. 
Thou good and faithful servant, come and sign the pay roll 
and receive your check for Eternal Happiness. Amen.” 
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HONORING THE UNKNOWN 

' The United States on Armistice Day paid the highest 
of honors in Washington to a dead “Unknown Soldier,” and 
the people all over the United States joined in showing 
honor. All of this is fine BUT wouldn’t it be better right 
now for the government of the United States, the con¬ 
ductors of big business, and the people generally, to begin 
paying a little honor to the KNOWN soldiers? The dead 
Unknown cannot appreciate the honors showered upon 
him, but the living KNOWN one, the hungry, the crippled, 
the penniless living known soldier could and would ap¬ 
preciate ANYTHING the government or people would do 
to help lighten his burden, or relieve his condition. God 
is honoring the dead patriots, but those who can, must do 
something for the living patriots, if appreciation and grati¬ 
tude are made to mean anything but empty sounds. 

I believe that the dead 
Are delighted, and fed 
On nectars, God gives to the just; 

If they suffer at all—if suffer they must, 

It must be, because 

The Powers and the laws 

Betray all they gave—life and trust. 


A ONE-LANGUAGE COUNTRY 

Former Governor Lowden in a speech in the East, is 
reported as saying, among many other things, that he 
thinks it should be insisted that there shall be but one 
language in and for this country—that one being English. 
So be it. All others should be compelled to use English 
also in reports and findings. The use of Latin or Greek 
should be abolished if we are to have but one language 
and that one English. Abbreviations should be knocked in 
the head also, so that when people receive a report they 
can understand it without the use of an interpreter. When 
a medical report is made let it be made in English, and 
when a water report is made let that be English also. If 
there are bugs in the water make the chemist tell in 
EJnglish whether they are tumble bugs, doodle bugs, 
lightning bugs or just plain “bugs;” the same as to mi¬ 
crobes, germs, etc. 


STRAY SCRAPS 125 


MOVIES TO SHOW FARMERS WHAT FARM LIFE, ETC., 
LOOKS LIKE 

A commit'tee from the Madison County Farm Bureau at 
Edwardsville purchased a motion picture outfit which will 
he used in future work of the t>'ireau.—News Item 

Isn’t that just what the farmers need? What do they 
know about things on the farm for sure? When this motion 
picture machine gets going, however, farmers will have no 
one but themselves to blame if they fail to raise crops in 
the future. When the picture shows the ground humping 
itself up in the garden or field, the farmer will know it 
is the picture of a mole in action—not the forerunner of an 
earthquake. After seeing the picture of a mammoth 
pumpkin caught rolling down the cellar way, the farm^ 
will never again make the mistake of thinking it a yellow 
bear invading the cellar; the picture of a gentleman cow 
chasing a neighbor through the pasture, will improve the 
appetite and will make the corn produce more ears to the 
hill, and more grains to the ear. When Bossy is caught in 
the' act of kicking over the bucket of milk just as it is 
filled, the farmer will realize that Bossy is no dead one, 
and if the picture shows the milk sinking into the earth, 
the farmer will at once know that mushrooms will grow 
in abundance right on that spot. Pictures showing the 
farmer raising a crop of money, pulling automobiles out of 
mudholes in the road will also have an exhilarating effect 
upon the agriculturists and will re-assure them as to the 
probable wheat harvest next year. The farmer, in future, 
if the machine does its duty, will never again mistake a 
polecat for a house cat, because the picture will show 
the pole and that will serve as a distinct danger signal; 
he will also know the difference between a turnip and a 
carrot; between cold slaw in the cabbage head, and sauer 
kraut in the barrel, and what a motion picture machine 
cannot tell a farmer about farm life and farm insects, ani¬ 
mals and products would never make a library much larger 
than the Congressional Library in Washington, and the 
Carnegie Library in New York, combined. Seeing things as 
they are on a farm, in the fiesh, as it were, and in bulk, 
doesn’t make much of an impression. Seeing them in the 
picture is the stuff, that sooner or later will make our 
farmers an association of multi-millionaires. 
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A RUBBER-TIRED WORLD 

The Creator made the earth and 
Did a good job of it, according ^:o 
His idea, presumably, but His 
Creatures don’t think the job was 
Such a much, and they have been 
Constantly since trying to improve 
The earth by covering 
It with tar, or wood or bricks or 
Rocks, and now none of these things 
Suit as paving material, and it 
Is proposed to have streets with 
Rubber. Rubber-tired wheels. 
Rubber-paved streets, rubber-neck 
Men, and the promise of a per- 
Fectly noiseless world. After that 
The world will not be the only 
Thing that will be tired— 

“DEAD TIRED!’’ 


THE TRUTH OF HISTORY 

About this murd’rous, world-wide war 
I want to say what’s true; 

The Allies cried, while running far: 

“Oh, Yankee Doodle—Do.” 

Their cause seemed lost, their countries, too. 
Their sun by clouds was hid. 

Their anguished cry came 
’Cross the blue— 

And YANKEE DOODLE DID. 


HAD IT COMING TO HIM 

It was on the car, and he was one of those smart-know- 
it-all, disapprove-of-everybody-and-everything-sort-of-fellows 
one meets occasionally. He knew everything about 
women and their dress, their conceits, etc., and ended a 
discourse by saying: “The only woman I could ever find 
any excuse for was my mother.” A man seated just op¬ 
posite to the young chap said, after looking the latter over 
critically: “All I gotta say is that your mother sure needed 
an excuse.” 
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WANT TO LIVE 100 YEARS; ALL RIGHT, YOU CAN 

A Dr. Stephen Smith of New York who is 
age, gives the following important points to observe in 
order to live 100 years: 

U dl,ag„e,.«Uh you, drtuk mor. 
Take a ten or fifteen-minute nap after luncheon and 
dinner. 

Sleep ten hours. 

Take a nap outdoors when the weather permits. 

Don’t smoke. 

Take no alcohol or other stimulants, like 

Avoid the easy chair; absence of work is the first step 

to the grave 

And finally, just be natural, quit all foolishness. 

Now, there you are. ^ . . , . _ 

But do you want to live 100 years and pay Smith s price. 
Bet a penny that man never lived; he just mosied 
Nearly all dumb animals observe practically all of Dr. 
Smith’s rules, but you do not happen to encounter many, 
if any, 100 years old. And most of them take it easy. 


WHY NOT? 

And perhaps the letters: Y. W. C. A. stand for: “You’re 
Welcome, Cherie, Always.” _ 


SURE ENOUGH; WHY WASTE MONEY ON A BELL? 

There is a colony of Swedes in northern St. Charles 
County, Mo., and recently they had erected a fine church 
building. An Alton gentleman tells the following about the 
church and its board of trustees: 

“We ban got a fine church; a good carpet, fine pews, hest 
kind of furnace and makeithot plant, but we don t got n 
beU ” said one of the trustees. “Let’s take up a subscrip- 
tion and buy a bell,” suggested another. Nein, nein, said 
thp first sneaker. “Ve got one fine makeithot plant a 
2la£r-not use some of that steam, and instead of spend- 
iS money for a bell, vy we not fix up an apparatus and 
let steam vistle ’em to church instead of ringing a beli 
for ’em?” 
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WHY NOT ARREST THE GUILTY THEN? 

See, by the papers that the traffic officers, and several 
others blame most of the law violations, and automobile ac¬ 
cidents to the legs of women and girls, although these 
women and girls are not in the street but walking along 
sidewalks. Motorists cannot see traffic officers it is claimed 
and the female display at the same time, and the result is 
—trouble. If the women and girls are guilty of inciting law 
violations by the manner in which they go garbed in public, 
why not arrest the guilty limbs or their owners, instead 
of arresting the victims? Perhaps, if six or eight thousand 
women and girls were arrested and punished for distract¬ 
ing the attention of joy-riders, or attracting it, all of 'em 
might conclude it to be cheaper to wear regular clothes. 


THE DREAM AND THE AWAKENING 

(During Thanksgiving Season) 

The Turks upon unguarded roosts 
Sleep, dreaming of the day 
When they can roam the fields again 
And with the insects play. 

Let them dream on; but soon they’ll wake 
To find themselves disabled. 

And very quickly after that. 

They’ll be Thanksgiving tabled. 


ARE THE GIRLS BEAUTIFYING? 

Ask the druggists and the beauty parlor conductors and 
you will find that the demand for toilet articles is strong, 
and getting stronger right along. Beauty making fixings 
are in favor and—and here is telling a secret, but you will 
“keep it under hats,’’ will you not? Many OLD BACHE¬ 
LORS are buying aids to facial beauty, vanishing face 
creams, etc., and some even are investing in corsets. These 
last are purchased usually through a sister or some other 
female relative, but powder and facial adornments are pur¬ 
chased by the men themselves, with the explanation they 
are being bought for “our sisters.’’ “Our sisters’’ will have 
a fat chance of getting the stuff, unless “our sisters’’ mean 
sisters of other fellows. 
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DISARMING EVEN THE ARMY MULE DRIVER 

An order has been issued by the War Department pro¬ 
hibiting the use of coarse, vulgar, obscene or profane 
language by mule drivers in the army. The mule 

driver has long been recognized as the most finished user 
of cuss words on earth, and some of the speeches made to 
army mules by drivers long ago, became classics in the 
West. But now they will have to address the mules as 
“Papa’s Pet,” “Mamma’s Joy,” “Sweetheart,” “Dearie, or 
something endearing like that, and will be compelled to 
request the mules to get a move on, instead of ordering 
them to do so as heretofore. Unless the War Department 
can procure a new breed of army mules, it is feared the 
enforcement of that order will result in pretty much as the 
prohibition enforcement laws are resulting. Kindness to an 
army mule is nothing but pure cowardice, and even the 
army mule hates a coward, and acts accordingly. 


MODERN CONVENIENCES HELPED SOME 

In other days, the hired help on the farms when the 
boss wasn’t looking, put in considerable time sitting on the 
top rail of a rail fence, but now that barbed wire is being 
used for fencing, the top wire is not looked upon as an easy 
Morris chair and really is the last place any person would 
select as an extra easy loafing place. 


for HEAVEN'S SAKE, WHAT'S WRONG ABOUT THAT? 

The papers—the big newspapers—are wasting a lot of 
space telling that young Bob Fitzsimmons looks like old 
Bob Fitzsimmons. 


PROSPECT FOR LOSING IS FINE 

A New York insurance company has insured for $5,000, 
a pedigreed (or whatever you call a blue-blooded hen) in 
the State of Mississippi. Mississippi is well filled with 
persons with a one hundred per cent record for efficiency 
in acquiring hens, and roosters also, without going to the 
trouble of raising them from the eggs, and it sure took 
nerve to insure the safety or life of that hen surrounded 
by living dangers as she is. 
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SAFETY FIRST 

If you have conscientious scruples against committing 
matrimony, Messrs. Old Bachelors, don’t, as you value your 
liberty, accept any invitation to corn popping parties. Corn 
is not the only thing popping at those parties. 


EVE DIDN’T DO IT 

Now comes a Philadelphian—“a man of letters” it is ex¬ 
plained—and says that according to some manuscript re¬ 
cently found in the Garden of Eden vicinity, the statement 
is made that Old Man Noah is the guy who ate the for¬ 
bidden fruit long after Eve had become a memory. Now, 
if some man of letters who can burrow like a mole, will 
get busy around Mount Ararat, he may unearth another 
parchment which will convict Gen. Cornwallis or George 
Washington of the apple-eating stunt. Personally, we 
have always strongly defended Eve; have always claimed 
even if she did eat the apple, she was not the cause of most 
of the woe of the world and most of the misery. It was 
Noah. If he had left chiggers, mosquitos, reptiles of all 
kinds, and diaease germs off the ark to drown, propaga¬ 
tion would have stopped right there in the water. All these 
microbes, germs and other destroyers among animals, 
insects and reptiles with which the world is afflicted, 
wouldn’t exist, if he hadn’t saved the lives of a male and 
female of each variety. Eve has been the goatee long 
enough; now give Noah a little of what is coming to him. 


THE ‘‘DEAR, DEAR GIRLS” 

Pangs of jealousy were tearing the heart of Miss Cold- 
foot, when she heard that her late lover, with whom she 
had quarreled, had been accepted by Miss Lulu Lovebird, 
and the wedding day picked. Meeting Miss Lovebird in 
the bargain rush of one of the stores, the following con¬ 
versation between the two took place: “I hear you have 
accepted Jim,” gushed Miss Coldfoot. ‘‘I suppose he never 
told you that he once proposed to me?” “No,” replied Miss 
Love Bird, “he did not. He told me th.ere were some 
things in his life he was very much ashamed of, but I did 
not ask him what they were.” WOW! 
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HOW JURORS APPEAR TO VIEW IT 

The manufacture of liquor 
Was stopped in 1919; ^ 

The supply then on hand is exhausted; 
No liquor being manufactured 
None can be sold. There being 
No such thing as whiskey. 

It would be impossible for any¬ 
one to sell it. 

Bootleggers are merely creations 
Of disturbed or diseased brains; 

“The defendant is found not guilty. 


WHAT’S A POOR FELLOW GOIN’ TO DO? 

I met a woman and 
She appeared to be vexed 
About something and at me, and 
She said, “I had no sense,” 

And I agreed with her and she 
Then said: “Don’t be a fool,” 

And I fearing to vex her worse, 

Said what the little boy shot at. 
Because I could not see how I 
Could be possessed of “no sense,” 

And at the same time not be a fool. 

And not knowing how to please 
Her, and being a-scared to ask 
Her to explain the seeming 
Unexplainable, I merely remarked 
Very casually, “I see that the 
Papers say snow.” 


DIDJA EVER NOTICE? 

Did you ever notice what a skinny looking fixen Mrs. 
Everett True of the funny page is, and what a four square, 
looking guy Everett is? ’Course you have, and 
have £o undoubtedly noticed how that little skmny 
^ iTTnoks the big, fat Everett flat on the floor on 

Tcas^onShL she is vexed. Well, there are lots of skinny 
worerand big, fat men in real life, just like that. 
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YES, WE^VE NOTICED THAT 

A “very learned” New York scientist has discovered and 
announced the discovery, that the members of the human 
race are growing taller. The writer discovered that years 
ago, but didn't think the discovery deserved world-wide an¬ 
nouncement. He noticed it when his little companions and 
himself grew taller and taller, and later he noticed the 
same thing happen with his own babies. They were not at 
first much bigger than a minnow, but they kept growing 
taller and taller right along. That the human race grows 
taller may be first class news in New York, but out here 
where the “west begins” it is old, old stuff. 


OTHERS ARE TORTURED SADLY ALSO 

John Hoehn's idea that a tongue-tied old maid in Leap 
Year is the most tortured being on earth is all right as far 
as it goes, but it doesn’t go far enough. Take the maid 
who stammers and stutters when she is excited ferinstance. 
When she starts asking the young man the all important 
question, he starts running, and by the time she succeeds 
in asking the last of the question, he is far away, headed 
south, and going strong. All unattached males are mind- 
readers, any Leap Year, and they know just when the pop¬ 
ping will begin. Immediately thereafter, the males break 
into the A. W. L. Class of derelicts and exceed the speed 
limit in making their get-away, or they succumb grace¬ 
fully as they should do. 


NO NEED TO BE CANCEROUS 

A Berlin, big man—a doctor and scientist, has discovered 
that angle-worms are the causes of cancer. Evidently, if 
you quit eating angle-worms, you are safe from the ravages 
of cancer. He fed angle-worms to frogs and every one of 
them died from cancer. If angle-worms cause cancer, the 
fish seem to be immune, but angle-worm eating fish prob¬ 
ably pass the cancer along to humans who eat fish—if 
this Berlin big man has the right dope. He explains also 
that vegetables may be affected by the worms and they 
in turn affect the eaters of the vegetables. If you wish to 
believe all of this, you certainly CAN-SIR. 
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NOW YOU KNOW WHERE TO HEAD IN 

A Massachusetts theologian says that a bachelor has one 
chance in a thousand of entering heaven; a married man 
has one chance in a million to go to the Other Place, a 
man married more than one time has the same chance of 
getting to heaven that a wren’s egg has of hatching out a 
polar bear. Whether this is because it is considered that 
a muchly married man has had heaven enough, or whether 
it is not deemed advisable to have foolish or crazy people 
in heaven, the theologian does not know. 


GIRLS FOOL THEM— OCCASIONALLY 

It sometimes happens that girls think when young men 
mobilize outside the house and indulge in a serenade, that 
the men are doing it for love of the girls. It is the wrong 
diagnosis. The boys are serenading because they love to 
hear themselves sing, and outside some girl’s window is 
about the only place most of them would be allowed to 
sing, without being mobbed. 


TWO AMBITIONS; COUNT 'EM 

There are women who have two major ambitions in life. 
One is to get married and the other is to get unmarried 
and alimony. Also it is true that the bitterest disappoint¬ 
ments some war brides ever met with is the fact that after 
the husbands took out $10,000 war risk insurance policies 
in favor of these brides, they went through the war with¬ 
out being killed. Life is sure one keen disappointment 
after another—^for some people. 


AW, COME NOW, THEDA; BE FAIR 

The syndicated papers are printing incidents in the life 
of Theda Bara, noted vampire, and are also letting her kid 
them into filling space with what she does not think. 
Among other things she tells the papers is that: “Vamping 
Doesn’t Pay.” Had it not been for vamping and the wealth 
it brought her, Theda would now, very likely, be laundering 
dishes in some restaurant, or taking dictation from some 
18-carat efficiency crank. Vamping certainly paid Theda, 
and she ought not go back on it now. 
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CHEER UP YE UGLY GUYS 

It is being stated by “welfare workers’* of St. Louis and 
Chicago, that the prettiest women marry the ugliest men 
of their acquaintance, and there is some proof of the truth 
of the assertion. Look at Tom Duff and Helen for instance. 
Still, we cannot understand why those “welfare workers” 
could not have stated it the other way—that is: “The 
ugliest men marry the prettiest women.” Whose welfare 
are they working for, we’d like to know? 


USELESS WORRY 

A leading physician of Illinois told Stray Scraps in con¬ 
versation about baldness, said he had never yet seen “a 
baldheaded insane person.” He had visited many insane 
asylums and had seen hundreds of insane persons in his 
life, too, but all of them had lots of hair on their heads. 
When asked how he accounts for that, he stated that he 
doesnT try to account for it. The remarkable feature about 
this is that many people worry themselves almost crazy 
over approaching baldness. I have seen lots of such people; 
so have you. Perhaps after they go altogether insane, the 
hair stops dropping out and baldness disappears, and that 
the quickest and surest way to stop baldness is to become 
insane. 


DELEAFING THE TREES 

October’s winds, and every breeze 
Are knocking off the leaves from trees; 
And soon they’ll be all bare of limb 
No matter whether big or slim; 

They’ll be all bare, the poor, dear trees 
And wearing bark for beeveedeez. 


YOU CAN NEVER TELL 

There must be some poetry in the soul of the “Unspeak¬ 
able Turk” after all—some quality almost human. It is a 
custom in Turkey to keep small urns filled with fresh 
water on mounds in the cemeteries, the Turk believing 
that birds drink the water and then convey messages of 
the living to the dead, dear ones. 
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WEAR ’EM BARE 

Do you like and want pretty feet? Miss Lillian Barnes 
has 'em and she tells the world in a press article how you 
can have ’em also. She hasn’t much to do apparently, ac¬ 
cording to her own confession and everybody cannot imi¬ 
tate her in some things, and besides, she, is a professional 
show-me maiden before the footlights. But here is what 
she says: 

“I spend nearly all of my time in iny bathing_ suit. So 
my feet are bare and they stay just like a baby s, saving 
me lots of aches and pains. 

“Even when dancing, I don’t wear tight shoes. They 
make my feet feel as if they were bound with red-hot iron. 

Miss Barnes is a New Yorkess and that may be how 
New Yorkesses dress, in their bathing suits nearly all of 
the time.” 


WELL, WELL; HOW KIND FATE IS! 

Despite the grave uncertainties 
In which all mortals dwell; 

If you miss the Heaven special, 

You can always go to hell. 


WELL, WELL, SOME WOMEN ARE MIGHTY TOUCHY 

A Springfield man became vexed with the Missus about 
something and shot her right ear off, and she ups and sues 
for a divorce. Nobody ever saw her ear, it being kept 
covered with hair, and its departure will never be noticed 
by rank outsiders, but that didn’t serve to soothe her. 
Springfield women must be very temperamental, don’t you 
think? Now take a lotta our own lovely ladies; they shoot 
off the mouth, and little is thought of it, but of course, 
shooting off an ear might be a little bit worse. 


ALTRUISTIC BOYS NUMEROUS 

If you will take a census, you will find that there are lots 
of boys big and little, who are strongly in favor of seeing 
their teachers get other jobs where they can make more 
money. They hate to lose the teachers, of course, and 
school duties and pleasures—but- 
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EXPLAINING THE DWARFS 

Scientists declare that when a person attains the age 
of fifty years, he begins losing height. Methuselah must 
have been about six inches high if the scientists are right. 
And all dwarfs cavorting through the country with circus 
operators must be all very old timers. 


AUNT SARAH'S COLUMN 

There must he a large family of EYES in Missouri if 
one may judge by the names of the persons writing to 
“Aunt Sarah” of the Globe-Democrat, for advice on love 
or the making of love, etc. The column, day after day, 
contains names of “Bright Eyes,” “Blue Eyes,” “Brown 
Eyes,” and “Aye Ayes.” 


A MODERN EVE, AND HOW SHE POPPED THE 
QUESTION 

“I know what you're going to ask,” she said. 
And she looked demurely—this modern Eve; 
“You are going to ask me if I will wed, 

And I haste to answer: You’ve got me, Steve!” 


PERHAPS YOU HAVE NOTICED IT 

If a man is possessed of money—oodles of it—he may be 
known as a very “bad egg” and may be just that—so bad 
that he is rotten—hut most people do not appear to notice 
that fact until he is “broke.” All had eggs tell on them¬ 
selves when they are “broke,” or at least the language 
they speak then, appears to impress the hearers more. 


REMEMBER 

If reptiles had any backbones they would not crawl. 
Buck up and face whatever comes your way. 


RETURNS NO DIVIDENDS 

“Getting the goat” of somebody is poor business as a 
rule. Ten to one after you get the goat, the blamed animal 
will mobilize and butt you into the hospital or at least into 
your bedchamber for repairs. 
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CONGRATULATIONS AND BEST WISHES 
(To Rev. M. W. Twing, on his Silver Anniversary) 

The pulpits need men like you, Mr. Twing, 
With no hymns of hate to sing; 

No sectarian spleen to fling; 

And no discord bells to ring! 

Evil, only, to lambast; 

Preaching good things first and last 
Summer, Autumn, Winter, Spring 
May God spare you, Mr. Twing. 


SELF-CONTROL IS GREAT ASSET 
Many residents o£ this country are preparing to ji^it 
the battlefields of Europe, and pay for the 
knew of course, that during the war they could have visited 
those scenes, “free gratis, for nothing,’ by donning khaki 
and shouldering a gun, but their great self-control kept 
them from rushing headlong across the waters at that 
time. The Europeans bled the life-blood out of thousands 
of our khaki-clad lads; here’s hoping they will bleed white, 
the pocketbooks of the U. S. visitors whose self-consol 
kept them from wearing the khaki uniform, when wearing 
it meant life or death for the world. 


DON’T THINK MUCH OF THAT POWDER 

A nreacher in New Jersey is in trouble because he kissed 
a married woman, a member of his congregation, and was 
caught at it. In the first place no man makes a hit with 
r. Who wni try to make excuses for kissing a woman tj 
poor prune! Excuses for not kissing one of .f™- be 

In order, if opportunity offered, and it was allowed to get 
by unimproved. But listen to his excuse: Soine member 
of his congregation “gave him a powder which he ate and 
which has® caused him to want to kiss every worn^ he 
Tees.” That sort of powder hasn’t much merit, it seems to 
me Now if they would manufacture a powdw which would 
make r^Woman want to kiss every man she sees, there 
Sfght be something about it worth applauding. Many men 
wait to kiss a woman without taking any powder himself, 
except the powder she may have on her face. 
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SNAKE DIES AND OWNER LOSES FORTUNE 

From the classic regions in the vicinity of Hillsboro, 
comes a story by a traveling man who vouches for its 
truth, and that is voucher enough. A fellow there owned a 
trained snake—one whose fangs had been removed—and 
he arranged to have the snake bite anybody offering him¬ 
self, for the sum of fifty cents a bite. The bite included a 
swig of snake medicine, and many men and some women 
w’ere continually applying for treatment by the snake, and 
by the snake bite specialist afterwards. Business thrived 
with the owner of the snake, and there was no law to stop 
him, as the bites of the reptile were all accidental as far as 
the prohibitionists were concerned, and self-preservation 
being the first law of nature, or words to that effect, no 
law can punish a man for taking medicine guaranteed to 
counteract the poison in the bite of a snake. The snake 
died suddenly on a Monday, and the report is that it died 
from complete exhaustion. It was called upon so many 
times hourly, day and night, to bite somebody that it had 
no time to rest or eat, and being game stuck to the job 
until it just naturally bit its life away. The owner estimates 
his loss at $10,000 and that very likely, is not too high, as 
he was banking a couple of hundred a day from his snake 
bite receipts. 


THERE IS ALWAYS HOPE 

Many a man who started out in his youth to lead a life 
of crime, is now leading a perfectly blameless life in some 
penitentiary. 


NO CIRCULATION 

A new book published by a Chicago firm and labelled; 
‘T have Only Myself To Blame,’' has cluttered the shop 
sellers’ shelves with copies of same which no one will buy. 
If the author had blamed dad, or his next door neighbor, 
or the war, or Congress, or the Mayor, or the profiteers, or 
the county board of supervisors or the traffic police or 
someone of the many fine subjects for shouldering blame, 
might have succeeded in selling many copies. Nobody 
wants to read a book which is only a confession, practically 
of having no wit, sense or self respect. 
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OH, THYROID GLAND! 

Oh, thyroid gland! Oh, thyroid gland! 

You make a noise to beat the band; 

You were a “dud” where you were at. 
Pray, how do you account for that? 

When you consorted with the monk. 

You never did a thing but flunk; 

Or if you were the gland of goat. 

You didn’t help the goat, I note. 

You made no monkey better tlian 
He was when you first began; 

Your billy goat remained a beast. 

Perhaps quite good enough for feast. 

For Never Sweats, or Onion Club, 

You didn’t do a thing, you dub. 

But just as soon as Mister Plunks 
Finds old age wallops hit in chunks, 

You are “DISCOVERED” by some guy. 
Who’ll steal perhaps but will not lie; 

He tells your prowess here and there. 

And propagates it everywhere! 

First thing you know. Old Mister Plunks, 
Is buying thyroid glands in hunks; 

Each hunk a knocker out of age. 

Or curist of all ills that rage. 

Especially about a guy. 

Who’s plenty old enough to die. 

The gland transplanter is enriched— 
Senility itself is ditched. 

Dame Nature has no more to say— 

The glands are starring in this play. 

Oh, Thyroid Gland, I wonder why 
You did not help the monk get by. 

And, if, I ask, you’re such a much. 

Why did you get the goat in Dutch? 


NAY, NAY; “WE ALL’' WON’T 

“We’ll All Be Living In Hotels a Hundred Years From 
Now ” says a headline in a Chicago paper. Here’s one lad 
who Vill not be living in a hotel a hundred years from now, 
unless they operate hotels in Paradise. 
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CUT ME OFF YOUR MAILING LIST, PLEASE 

Every now and then, too often 
I'll say, there come by mail, bargain 
Sheets from a cemetery association, and 
Letters accompany the sheets, and I am 
Advised to buy a cemetery lot NOW and 
Then later I will be sure to be laid to 
Rest alongside Mr. This AND THAT or 
Mrs. Sew and Sew or alongside some 
Distinguished departed, now resting 
Peacefully in that particular cemetery; 

And the letter insinuates that only partic¬ 
ular people are permitted to rest there. 

The names of other well-known people 
Are given as owners of lots, but have 
Not yet moved in. 

Now I’m not knocking this cemetery, but, 

I wish the promoters or whatever they’re 
Called would quit reminding me of 
The lime I will need a lot of that kind. 

I’m in no particular hurry about the 
Matter, and I figure I can always go to 
A cemetery when there is no other 
Place open to me. 


LIKE INDUSTRIAL CENTERS—BUT 

“Nine married men out of ten who are thinking about 
moving to another location,” says Henry Peck, “first as¬ 
certain whether the place they have in mind making their 
future home, has a rolling pin factory located in its midst. 
If it has, it is shunned, same as most people shun a hornet’s 
nest, when the hornets are busy.” 


“THE LAW AND THE FACTS" 

Funny thing about a lawsuit. A witness is made 
swear that he will tell the truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth, and then when he or she' starts tell¬ 
ing it, some lawyer or perhaps more than one lawyer, will 
jump up and object, and lots of times, right there the 
chance to tell it is gone forever. 
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GOOD ENOUGH FOR ANYBODY 
A reader sends the following, which he calls “some timely 
proverbs dedicated to the High School Freshmen.” They 
are good enough also for other kinds of “fresh” men, and 
seasoned men, and are worth reading and thinking over: 
Don’t walk up a ladder—climb it. 

Those who really stop to think get run over. 

Use soft words and hard arguments.^ 

Some do as they are told; others can’t do anything else. 
He who can bottle up his temper is a corker. 

To improve with age, improve your time. 

Three mysteries: Love, women and hash. 

A frozen look don’t cut any ice. 

He is a good orator who convinces himself. 

It is easier to keep up than to catch up. 

To brew is human; to treat a friend—oh, boy! 

Any year won’t reward pikers. 

He who grabs last gets left. 

A knocker never wins; a winner never knocks. 

Think twice; speak once. 

Say it with study. 

Those who stay UP go to bed early. 

Most helping hands are empty. 

A smile has more than its face value. 

Many are DEAD but they won’t lie down. 

Many on the water wagon are better off. 


NOW THEN, BALD HEADS, BE OF GOOD CHEER 

A London scientist has made 
A discovery which should bring 
Peace to many ivory domed (as 
Looks go) persons throughout 
The world. He says no bald-headed 
Person was ever known to die of 
Consumption. The Reason? Oh, 

Probably because there is a 
Close affinity between the hairs 
Of the head and the liings in 
The body. This may not be 
The reason, but it is “just 
As good,” as any one the 
Scientist can offer. 
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WOMEN YOU SEE—BUT NEVER MEET 

On Third or on Broadway; on gay street or bleak 
On Washington, Henry (Tis wrought) 

At any old hour, each day of the week 
I spy the one woman I’ve sought. 

Sometimes she’s a blonde; sometimes a brunette, 

She’s willowy or she’s petite; 

Her hair ranges all shades from golden to jet— 

I see her—that’s all—never meet. 

Her eyes may be blue like the midsummer sky. 

Or gray like an overcast day, ! 

But never a glance do they throw me, while I 
Adore as she passes my way. 

Her name may be Martin, or Olsen, or Katz, 

Or Kennedy, Petri or Sweet, 

There’s only one thing I am sure of, and that’s 

I could love her—if only we’d meet. . 

Oh ladies, fair ladies, why worry me so 

Just tip rne off. Who is there who 

That you really and truly and actually know. 

And can best introduce me to you. 

There once was a time I was chipper and bright 
’Till you all passed me by on the street— 

But you’re changing me into a pest, and a blight— 
You women I see—never meet. 

—OLD BACHELOR. 


HEY FELLERS, LOOK OUT; OR THE OCULARIS 
DELACTARE WILL GET YOU 

Girls, girls, just see what you have done! 

With your short skirts and silk-clad ankles, you have 
distorted the eyesight of 90 per cent of the masculine pop¬ 
ulation of the country. You have created a serious eye 
disease known among optical experts as ‘‘ocularis de- 
lactare.” 

This fact was disclosed in San Francisco at the national 
convention of the Optometrists’ Association. No known 
method of cure has yet been devised except to do away 
with the cause, and no one can be found to advocate that. 
Most of the sufferers from ocularis d’electare would just as 
soon suffer as not; in fact many of them would rather 
continue to suffer than have a cure applied. 


I 
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SLACKER? WISE GUY? OR 100 PER CENT AMERICAN? 

He laughed then and 

He is laughing now. 

This husky young man who came from a neighboring city 
during the troublous times of 1916-1917, when hundreds of 
young men were volunteering to fight and save the world 
from the hun hordes. He was the only son of wealthy 
parents and he was well fixed in his own right, and he was 
physically sound. He came to Alton and secured a place at 
one of the factories and when the exemption board of his 
city called his name for service, he was exempted because 
he was employed in “an essential industry.’’ It was then he 
snickered and patted himself for being brighter than others, 
and far smarter than the boys who went to face cannon, 
shrapnel, poison gas, bombs, etc., of an enemy, who might 
perhaps submarine them to death before they could cross 
the ocean. He remained in the essential industry doing 
light work, and getting more in a day than the boys facing 
death got in three weeks, in the way of cash, and as soon 
as the boys who dared had won the war, and the armistice 
was signed, he immediately quit the “essential industry’’ 
and returned to his home of wealth, and life of further ease 
and comfort. And many of the lads who went out to fight, 
and did fight and accomplish by bravery, nerve and suffer¬ 
ing what their country asked them to accomplish, are today 
idle, hungry, sick or physically wrecked. 

He laughed then and 
He is laughing yet! 


STICK ’EM UP 

Some beauty doctors will tell you 

As an aid to acquiring white hands 

To get in the habit of lifting the hands 

Straight up in the air, and keeping them 

There for several minutes, and if that is the 

Way to make the hands white 

St. Louis should soon become a city 

Of white hands. Holding their hands straight 

Up several minutes at a time is one of 

The best little things St. Louisans do 

When urged by bandits. 
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KILL FLIES BEFORE THEY MARRY, OR— 

“A married fly lives longer than a single one,” accord¬ 
ing to reports made by professors of the John Hopkins 
University—men who have put in a great deal of time 
studying flies. Now, if you can tell a single fly from a 
married guy, kill the single fly quickly. That will prevent 
his or her marriage and will cut short his years. “One of 
our days corresponds to a year in the life of a fly,” is an¬ 
other John Hopkins University discovery. All this infor¬ 
mation should he worth millions to the world, and should 
boost the University business an inch or two. 


READING THE PAPER 

The Misses reading the paper: “I see here where it says 
Mrs. Gadandgah has bought a new limousine.” Her Worse 
Half: “Yeah, if old Gadandgah would pay his debts he 
wouldnT he able to own a wheelbarrow; if gasoline was 
selling at ten cents a thousand gallons, that bird wouldn't 
have cash enough on hand after paying his debts, to buy 
gasoline enough to fill an eye-dropper.” The Missus: “Here 
it says a man was arrested the other day, charged with 
having three wives.” Her Worse Half: “They ought to 
turn that goof loose; infants and durn fools should not be 
prosecuted. A little vacation in that bat house near Upper 
Alton might do him some good. But at that, I'm in favor 
of turning him loose, maybe he will marry several dozen 
more women and keep misfortune from landing on that 
many other men.” After that the Missus quit announcing 
what was in the paper, and he quit promulgating comments. 


SHE MARRIED THREE BIRDS 

The wife of a Methodist minister in West Virginia has 
been married three times. Her maiden name was Partridge, 
her first husband was named Robins, second husband 
Sparrow, the present Quale. There are now two young 
Robins, one Sparrow and three Quales in the family. One 
grandfather was a Swan, another a Jay, hut he's dead 
now and a Bird of Paradise. They live on Hawk Avenue, 
Eagleville, Canary Islands and the fellow who wrote this 
is a Lyric bird. 
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SEVEN REASONS WHY ANYONE CAN MAKE HOME 
BREW 

The following is an Altonian’s contribution, and you can 
take it or leave it alone. It listens like something would 
surely be brew-ing in the interior department with all that 
doing business there: 

1. Chase a wild bull frog thirteen miles, carefully 
gathering the HOPS. 

2. Ten quarts pickle brine. 

3. Two quarts shellac. 

4. One jar of homemade soap. 

5. One pint spirits of sweet nitre. 

6. Boil mixture three weeks, then strain through an 
I. W. W. sock, to prevent mixture from walking. 

7. Bottle. Add one donkey to each pint, to give the 
proper KICK. 

Then, oh, boy! 


THAT ACCOUNTS FOR MUCH 

An old, old lady who knew John D. Rockefeller when he 
was a baby, told a reporter that even as a baby “he had 
taking ways.” 


HOW TO DRAFT BOYS FROM STORKVILLE 

If you are married folk, and are anxious for the Stork to 
leave boy babies instead of girls at your home, you can 
manage it first rate, by having the “female of the species 
abstain altogether from the use of sweets. She must not 
eat candy, or sugar or ice cream, or anything the least bit 
sweet, and the Stork will leave her boys instead of girls 
when he calls around making distributions. Anyway, that 
is what an English Duchess says, and she ought to know, 
because she tried the experiment and it worked every 
time. Of course, the hubby can eat candy and sugar and 
ice cream and everything in the line of sweets he wishes, 
only the wife is barred, and personally, I don't go so much 
on a Duchess who bars her own sex from the sweet things 
of life—including girls. 
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THERE ARE EXCEPTIONS, HOWEVER 

“Old age should be respected—always,” says an eastern 
professor, “and should be treated with the greatest con¬ 
sideration.” How about old age eggs? Should they be 
treated with respect, or merely with the “greatest con¬ 
sideration?” The greater consideration one shows toward 
old timers in the egg family, the surer will that one be of 
escaping humiliation, getting into bad odor, etc. 


WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO ABOUT IT? 

“Some women have a sense of humor 
Some of the time; others have a sense 
Of humor all of the time, while more 
Of ’em have a sense of humor none of 
The time. But most women have a highly 
Developed sense of RUMOR all 
Of the time,” says Iva Grouch. 


THEM WAS THE DAYS 

Dear Sir: 

One of the early jingles which I remember as a great aid 
to politeness, runs as follows: 

Beg your pardon; 

Grant your grace, 

Hope the cat 
Will scratch your face. 

This was repeated by the children in the Green Moun¬ 
tains, with great glee fifteen or twenty years ago. 

—SERGEANT. 

Yea; it was also repeated with considerable glee by the 
kids in the Alton schools about that same time, and longer 
ago than that, and the pupils of the Red Brick or Kennedy 
School in Wood River township made a song of it. 


TREAT ’EM WITH COLDNESS AND THEY’LL LIKE IT 

There are female women—I won’t say there are lots of 
them, but I do know of a very few—who, the more you treat 
them with coldness, the better they like you—apparently— 
and provided, always, that the coldness is ice cream or 
something in that line. Try it and see. 
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THE COMPENSATIONS OF POVERTY 

• Poverty sure has some compensations. Reading tte stock 
quotations in the papers recently settled that. We were 
mighty glad we were too poor to invest in some gilt ®dge 
stock in oils. Now the stock is about as poor as we ever 
were.__ 

HOLDS THE RECORD 

Old Mother Earth has worn the same 
lingerie, stockings, and everything for last thirty fi 
centuries at least. This is of record, and t'efof ^hat she 
may have worn them a long, long time. Is there 
female woman who can come across with any t 
time record? 

THE HIGH COST OF PAL-ING WITH LUCIFER 

It costs a person much more to get to hell now than it 
did when booze was plentiful and priced at reasonable 
figures. Anyhow, that is about in effect what Billy Sunday 
said. 

RANK IMPARTIALITY 

Why will wives treat their hired girls better than they 
do their husbands? They will not permit husbands to 
have a night off or out, without raising a racket, but the 
hired girls are given their nights off without any back 
talk. The hired girls would quit if they did not get the 
nights off; husbands can quit, of course, but they prefer to 
grin and bear it—the blessed martyrs. 

Who has any curiosity to spare? 
will kill a cat,” and I know a cat that needs killing. The 
loan of a little curiosity would certainly be appreciated. 

OH WELL, COME EASY, GO EASY 

A Chicago Plumber was held up and robbed of ?2,700 in 
ca7h and 3 -ewelry not long ago. But to save your life, un¬ 
less you are a plumber, you cannot become indignant over 
the outrage. 
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WHY NOT TRY THAT HERE? 

One way to “get in Dutch*'—in Holland is to have a 
middle name. All middle names are taxed in Holland, and 
perhaps that is one reason the Dutch are permitting Ex- 
Kaiser Wilhelm to remain in that country. He has middle 
names enough to mean big revenue if the tax is large. 
There are people in this country also, with middle names 
enough to justify neighbors in referring to them as 
“Alphabetical” Jones or Brown, or whatever the last name 
happens to be, and some way should be found by tax fixers 
to imitate Holland in this respect, at least. 


THOSE FOREIGN FURS 

Ladies—this perhaps won't please ye. 

Furs are scarcer in Siberia; 

You will have to get some other kind of coats. 

If she loses this apparel- 

Still a dame can wear a barrel- 

Which will surely never get the Brummels' goats. 


YOU KNOW IT 

There's no use talking about it, but the human being 
who has no frailties or failings or weaknesses does not 
belong on earth. He or she belong under the earth, 
where freedom of faults, etc., has attained its greatest 
perfection. 


SURE, THERE'S A CHANCE 

There is a chance of course of winning now and then 
when you play the other fellow's game, but it is a slim 
chance at that. This applies to cards, dice boxes and in¬ 
vestments in oil stocks and gold mine stocks. Play your 
own game if you wish to hold on to your surplus money 
all of the time. 


YOU WILL AGREE TO THIS? 

A pet is “just all right,'' and fine and dandy if it belongs 
to you; if the pet belongs to your neighbor, it is nothing but 
a blamed nuisance; you know it. 
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WHY FLU FLOUNCES FEMALES 

Judging from the higher percentage of mortality from 
the flu among women than among men, it would appear 
that the “naked as a jay” costumes are not conducive to 
longevity.—Brighton News. 

■ There may be still another explanation. The health 
sign on the street cars warn men and women not to talk 
too much if they would dodge getting the flu. 


FAVORED THE MARRIAGE 

Here Is a story of two old ladies whose knowledge of 
the Bible is purely elementary and who were discussing 
Sodom and Gomorrah: “I have always understood,” said 
Lady No. 1, “that Sodom and Gomorrah were man and 
wife.” “Well,” remarked Lady No. 2, “from all I have read 
of them, they should have been if they weren’t.” 


HOW THE SYSTEM WORKS 

If by Industry, economy, or sheer good luck, you manage 
to get ahead financially, along comes Uncle Sam and re¬ 
duces that head materially per the income tax treatment. 
If somebody “puts a head on you,” Uncle Sam lets you get 
rid of the head the best way you can; he hasn’t time to 
reduce that sort of getting a-head. 


OH WELL, HAVE IT YOUR WAY 

Restless Rebecca writes to say emphatically that 
“women have as much right to pop the question as men 
ever had, now that equal rights have been given women 
by statute.” Go to it, Rebecca, no one is interfering with 
your right, but it is old stuff about women having that 
right—or taking it. 


SAME OLD FIXINGS; JUST NEW NAMES 

They call them “hootchleggers” instead of bootleggers, 

)W. 

They say “underthings” instead of underclothes. 

They call it “jackass” instead of white mule. 

But in reality, the “jackass” is the fellow who drinks it. 
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THE REALLY WISE ONE 

Anybody but a deaf mute can talk, but it requires brains 
to manufacture wisdom enough to be silent, when silence is 
the right and best all-around thing to happen. The one who 
knows when not to talk is the real genius. 


WHAT ADAM MISSED 

Whatever troubles Adam had 
With apple, snake or rule— 
He never got in very bad 
A fooling with white mule. 


ALWAYS WANTING SOMETHING DIFFERENT 

The short girl wants to grow up tall; 

The tall girl wants to cut her height. 

While, honest injun, one and all. 

Just as they are, are fine, all right. 


Unless disarmament includes rolling pins, smoothing 
irons, bitter tongues, and constant telling of the virtues, 
abilities and angelic qualities of “my relatives,” and the 
diabolical, low-browed actions and characteristics of “your 
relatives,” there will be no disarmament, and no peace. 


EXPLAINING THE WILDNESS OF OCEAN WAVES 

“Britannia Rules the Waves,” boasted a citizen of English 
descent. “That accounts for it,” replied a descendant of 
Brian Boru. “Now I know what makes the waves so wild 
and rambunctious at times.” 


So far as tigers are concerned, Africa, or the menageries 
are almost minus compared with the number of tigers in 
the United States. Here, blind tigers are rampant and are 
more dangerous than tigers with two good eyes, each. 
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ISNT IT THE TRUTH? 

Most persons who blow their own horns have oodles of 
wind, but no safety valves and very little control. 


HOW DO YOU FIGGER IT? 

How come it to be called “an idle rumor” when all of 
us know that it is always busier than a one-armed paper- 
hanger with the seven years* itch? And ”Idle Rumor” 
could never qualify for membership in the I. W. W. It 
works too hard. 


Just because some Frenchman has discovered how to 
make gold out of lead, the French nation is all excited, ex¬ 
hilarated, etc. Plumbers have been working that discovery 
for many, many years. They have been known to make 
|10 while a Frenchman would be saying “scat,** out of 
lead—pipes. 


SUCH A SILLY QUESTION 

“Why Do Men Leave Home?’* asks a feminine expert in 
matrimonial bliss matters. Most of us leave home to work 
for a living for those who do not leave home, and to keep 
them from leaving home. 


HAN GO, is the name of the seaport in Finland where 
the deported Reds were landed from the U. S. Ark. 
Hang—O; is that a command or just a suggestion? 


The world is overrun with men who are always starting 
some place, then stopping to watch somebody demonstrate 
something in a display window. 


As long as cider retains its sweetness and does not take 
on a grouch it is obtainable by all who have the price. 
When it sours on itself and the whole world and becomes 
hard, the salad gets it. 
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WONDER WHERE THEY^RE GOING? 

See by the papers where they are Wheeling West Vir¬ 
ginia, but nothing is said about the destination. Perhaps 
Furnace, Arizona has asked for it. 


CAN YOU BLAME 'EM? 

I’ll mention this my lady friends— 
It shouldn’t make you weep— 
Paraphrasing something else: 

“As ye show, so shall men peep.” 


THE POOR FISH 

A Chicago woman was granted a divorce because her 
husband once had thrown a hot custard pie at her. If it 
had been a cold custard pie, the gump would probably have 
been offered a position as a movie star, a la Charley 
Chaplin. Elephant feet and throwing cold custard pies are 
his specialties. 


The biggest match factory in the world is operated by 
Cupid, but he seems to have quit making safety matches. 
There is no shortage, however, in sulphurous materials. 


In some circles, engagements to marry are no longer 
looked upon as engagements by the parties of the first, or 
second parts, whichever part the female end is classed. 
What used to be engagements are now considered as 
options only. 


SAFETY FIRST 

Keep an eye on the man who tells you HOW HONEST 
you are, and keep both eyes on the man who keeps telling 
you HOW HONEST HE IS. 


Faithfulness is a great domestic virtue and it is a pretty 
fine business virtue too. 


t 


THE LAST WORD: 


I’ll leave you, now 
With this old refrain: 
“May God be with you 
’Till we meet again.” 


































































